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PLAYBOY ’ S 


GREATEST COVERS 



For nearly 60 years, 
Playboy Magazine has 
made a splash with its 
mind-blowing covers. 
Now, for the first time, 
there is a book dedicated 
to this American icon. 


Featuring hundreds of 
color photographs and 
hehind-the-scenes outtakes 
from cover shoots. 

Foreword by Pamela Anderson, text by 
Damon Brown. Sterling Publishing. 

310 pages. 9" by 11." $35 ($42 in Canada). 

Go to amazon.com to order. 






Playboy and chill 



Relax. We got you, bro. We wouldn’t want you to miss out on 
another issue of your favorite men's magazine so we've gone digital. 
Now, you’ve got something to keep yourself occupied while your girl 
spends some time with her girls. Chill, you’ve got this. 



PLATBOV PHILIPPINES is now on 



V PLAYBOYSHOP.com 
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and Pinay pride Hidilyn Diaz's steadfast 
determination, unwavering discipline, and her 
challenging road to success. 


98 I HARD FOR GODARD 

Say goodbye to boring nights and 
dull lullabies. We encourage you to 
read our spectacle story of the month. 
Hard for Godard. This will heighten 
your sexual desires to the max. 



2 &\ INTERNATIONAL WOMAN 
JEN% SUM PEER'S 


It's in the name, indeed. Jeni Summers is as hot 
and memorable as your childhood's favorite beach 
escapade. She educates us about what steamy 
women like most about men. 
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LIFE & DEATH ON THE ROPES 


FEATURES 

40 \ LIFE & DEATH ON 
THE ROPES 

AAA Wrestling president Marisela 
Pena shares about the wonders and 
discoveries of Triplemania XXIII, a 
sporting event where wounds and 
broken bones break into the scene. 


92 I INTERNATIONAL 
DATE LINES 

Feed your brain with helpful tips and 
tricks on dating a millennial, from 
hooking up to sexting techniques. 
This is the kind of education that will 
break language barriers. 
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58 I CLASSIC INTERVIEW 
MUHAMMAD ALI 

Look back to one of PLAYBOY'S 
most interesting interviews, with the 
legendary Muhammad Ali, nonetheless. 
We talked about him being Cassius 
Clay and him being a poet. 


78 I 20 QUESTIONS 
WIZ KHALIFA 

Be amazed with the wit and 
wordplay of the whiz kid of 
rap, Wiz Khalifa. We are all ears 
during this tell-all interview with 
this North Dakota-born superstar. 
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46 I PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH: 
MARIA ESPINOSA 

Fierce, bold, passionate, and sexual: just few of 
the many adjectives we can connect with this 
month's Playmate Maria Espinosa. We'd love to 
add "girlfriend-material' in the list. 


I ASIAN BEAUTY: ERIKA 
SARMIENTO 

Manila girls, they say, are a liberal kind. Wait 
until you meet our ever-gorgeous Asian Beauty 
Erika Sarmiento. She's a stunning lady with 
probinsyana vibes written all over her. 


82 I PICTORIAL FEATURE: 

ASHLEY YOUNG 

As the weather turns wetter and damper, we've 
got you covered with our petite beauty from 
Canada. Ashley Young is more demanding than a 
raging storm, we promise. 
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My Girl Often Looks at Sexy Photos 

WHICH AJiE NOT MINE 


Q My girl friend is a total sports aficionado. 

I In fact, she knows every name of the gold 
medalists in the recent Olympics held 
I in Rio de Janeiro. She even stalks each 
of them online - peeking into their Twitter accounts, 
reading articles written by fans, and ogling at their 
pictures! It sucks that she keeps on viewing the shirt less 
photos of those sporty swimmers. Okay, I admit that I 
envy their sculpted bodies (thanks to my beer belly). But 
anyway, my real dilemma is that she keeps on talking 
about them all day, even after that international 
sporting event happened. Am I just being Jealous or do 
I need to stop her from talking about them frequently? 
She is a fine yet sensitive lady so that is something to 
be considered. 

A We have one word for you, man: insecurity. 

g This is something that is normal to feel 
especially if you have a girlfriend who seems 
I to talk about other men (and women) non¬ 
stop. However, we also have questions for you. Before you 
two became official, do you know that she’s a die-hard fan of 
sports? If you do, then you must have already known about 
this ogling-at-photos scenario. From there, you must have 


set boundaries for your girl. Does your lady play any sport? 
If she does, probably she’s just so passionate about the sport 
that she adores known figures who plays the same game. 
You know, it’s just about setting things straight and talking 
things out. 

A great way to ease this burden of insecurity is to play 
her favorite sport together. You just don’t bond but you get 
to exercise and tone your body as well. Who might have 
known that by doing this you’ll be able to achieve that 
Michael Phelps body? There are also other ways to divert 
your jealousy to other things. A good advice, though: do not 
do the same to her. You wouldn’t know the consequence of 
talking about the fine women of badminton and gymnastics. 
Talk about your girl, rather. 

If in any case all of these fail, then probably the solution 
lies not in the problem but in yourselves. While you’re at it, 
look at very angle, study every scenario, and think carefully 
about your next step. You are the referee of your own 
decisions. 

Unlike sports, love and romance are not games. They 
hit harder than a volley ball and require more effort as you 
would in golf. In the process, treat your girl as the champion. 
She’s your gold medal, after all. 

Questions? E-mail advisor@playboy-philippines.com 
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“I find I don’t hate myself in the morning if I have something important to do, like making a big bank deposit.” 
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V GADGETS 



Skullcandy Uproar Wireless 



Samsung 
Galaxy Note 7 

Samsung definitely does not 
disappoint with their Galaxy 
Note 7 s premium features. 
Boasting of upgraded spaoe 
and funotion, this phablet is 
the ultimate gadget for the 
modern user. Before we for¬ 
get the Galaxy Note is also 
water-resistant. 



Pokemon Go 
Power Bank 


You don’t want your battery 
life to betray you while play¬ 
ing Pokemon Go, do you? 
Keep this 10,000 mAh pow¬ 
er bank handy so you oan en¬ 
joy uninterrupted Pokemon 
Go playtime anytime, any¬ 
where. Gatoh this gadget at 
Watts Up on Faoebook. 


Tired of untangling your wires all the time? Skulloandy 
Uproar Wireless puts an end to that dilemma with 
its innovative wireless design. The headphones are 
oomfortable to wear and easy to use, perfeot for the 
guy on-the-go. 
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BOOKS B MUSIC 


NOAH HAWLEY 



Before the 
Fall 



Noah Hawley s Be¬ 
fore the Fall revolves 
around the lives of 
wealthy passengers, 
aboard the same pri¬ 
vate plane, who met 
their demise during a 
fatal orash. Was it oo- 
inoidenoe or a produet 
of eonspiraey? Read 
the novel to find out. 


Lean in 15: 
The Shape 
Plan 

You’ll probably argue 
that real men don’t 
have abs, but real men 
do want to beeome 
healthier versions of 
themselves. Joe Wiok 
teaohesyou the right 
food to eat and how to 
burn them afterwards. 
Nope, this isn’t a diet 
book. 



G CAROMNF. W I:RR Q 

'An i'!^4rAitrJiitir> iHHiik.' 

(ji«i. fliithiNr yiniVf 

HOW 

TO HAVE A 

GOOD 

DAY 

Think Fet*! Belter rtnci 

Tmiislorrn Ynui- Wm+iitig I Jfe 


How to Have 
a Good Day 

In How to Have a Good 
Day, Caroline Webb 
shares tips on how to 
use a positive approaoh 
in dealing with your 
day at work. The book 
also helps readers ore- 
ate a healthy work-life 
balanoe, whioh a lot of 
people are struggling to 
aohieve. 



Suicide Squad Soundtrack 

Although Suioide Squad was weloomed with unfavorable re¬ 
views, the film’s soundtraok was the oomplete opposite. The al¬ 
bum features the baddest and most twisted tunes to appease 
oomio and musio fans alike. Our favorite? Well, “Suoker for Pain” 
has been playing all-day now.. .Suioide Squad Soundtraok 

Although Suioide Squad was weloomed with unfavorable re¬ 
views, the film’s soundtraok was the oomplete opposite. The al¬ 
bum features the baddest and most twisted tunes to appease 
oomio and musio fans alike. Our favorite? Well, “Suoker for Pain” 
has been playing all-day now... 



Death to Romanticism 

If you’re a fan of brit pop, indie rook, or just plain good musio, 
you’ll find yourself listening to We Are Imaginary’s first full- 
length album on-loop. Death to Romantioism gives listeners 
fresh tunes and addiotive beats perfeot for your early morning 
drive or oommute. We reoommend “Press Play” and “Sunny 
Where You Are.” 
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V MOVIES 



Rogue One 

Rogue One is a standalone Star Wars film to 
take movie geeks on the edge of their seats. We 
know you’re dying to see this but the live-aotion 
movie is soheduled for a Deoember release. 



Blair Witch 


A sequel to The Blair Witoh Projeot, Blair Witoh will surely give this 
generation the most notable found footage film to date. It explores 
the same mystery that intrigued and spooked the publio 17 years 
ago. Make sure you don’t watoh alone. 



Inferno 


Inferno, based on Dan Brown’s novel of the same title, tells the 
story of Robert Langdon after waking up in Florenoe stripped of his 
memories. The film is part of the Da Vinoi Code franohise so if you’re 
a fan of Dan Brown’s books, this is a must-see. 
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GAMES 



NBA2K17 

Released last Sep¬ 
tember, NBA 2K17 
will have basketball 
fans’ hearts racing 
as NBA icons and 
legends headline the 
game. The realistic 
treatment makes the 
game seem like an 
actual NBA play. NBA 
2K17 is available in 
Microsoft Windows, 
XBOX, and PlaySta¬ 
tion. 





Pokeittoii Go 

It might take time for another trend 
to overtake Pokemon Go’s worldwide 
popularity. Released in the Philippines last 
August, the augmented reality game quickly 
took the country by storm and got everyone 
hooked. Download the app now and see why 
your friends are crazy about it. 
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The Asian 

Cocktail 

Revolution 


Forget sake bobs and soju martinis 
The Asian oocktail goes artisanal 


Until a few years ago, ordering a oooktail orafted 
with an Asian-made spirit would almost always 
get you a god-awful fruit-flavored soju martini or a 
sake bomb devoid of oreativity. But with a variety of 
Asian spirits gaining popularity with Amerioan drink¬ 
ers, oreative bartenders are looking to the East for 
mixologioal inspiration. Here’s a guide to some ma¬ 
jor oategories plus advioe and reoipes from the ex¬ 
perts who are breaking new grounds—ya,son Horn 
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DRINK3 V 


HOW NOT TO 
ORDER A SAKETINI 

Four Asianeque drink’s that will expand your experience of what a cocktail can be 




Fujian Martini 

Although Chinese baijiu is the 
nnost-consunned spirit in the 
world, bartenders in the U.S. 
have only just begun to explore 
its funky, savory, ohooolaty, 
mushroomy (yes, mushroomy) 
oooktail possibilities. At New 
York’s Lumos, Amerioa’s first 
baijiu bar, owner Orson Sali- 
oetti likes to pair it with date, 
apricot pineapple, chili pepper, 
sesame and other complex fla¬ 
vors. Salicetti’s Fujian martini 
infuses the spirit with lemon- 
grass and mixes it with ginger 
liqueur, lemon and lychee for 
a sweet-sour-spicy beverage 
that’s gentle introduction to the 
world of baijiu. Ingredients: 1 
1/2 oz. lemongrass-infused bai¬ 
jiu (add one bunch lemongrass, 
peeled and chopped, to 750 ml. 
baijiu, strain and rebottle after 
six days) 1 3/4 oz . lychee juice 
(puree canned lychee fruit; dou¬ 
ble-strain to obtain juice); 3/4 
oz. Domaine de Canton ginger li¬ 
queur; 3/4 oz. fresh lemon juice. 
Method: Add all ingredients to 
shaker and fill with ice. Shake, 
strain into coupe glass and gar¬ 
nish with slice of lemongrass. 


Improved 

Shochu cocktail 

Shochu is a clear Japanese 
spirit that can be distilled from 
a wide variety of bases (usu¬ 
ally rice, barley or sweet pota¬ 
toes), and it’s typically bottled 
at the fairly low streghth of 25 
pervent alcohol ( even lower for 
soju, shochu s Korean counter¬ 
part). “Shochu tastes similar to 
vodka if it’s distilled from sweet 
potatoes, it almost tastes like 
rhum agricole’’ says Kento Goto, 
whose eponymous Bar Goto in 
New York embraces Japanese 
cocktail ingredients from shochu 
to the milk-based soft drink Cal- 
pico. Goto likes to add “a small 
portion fo a higher-proof spirit 
to give a backbone”—as he does 
in his improved sochu cocktail. 
Ingredients; 2 oz. sochu such 
as Mizunomai; 2 tsp. barrel-aged 
gin such as Berkshire Mountain 
Distillers Ethereal gin 11/2 tsp. 
sugarcane syrup; 1 dash Kiuchi 
No Shizuku (spirit distilled from 
Japanese white ale). Method: 
Add all ingredients to mixing 
glass and fill with ice. stir, then 
strain into masu (wooden sake 
box) or rock glass. 


Licking our 
wounds 

At Reserve 101 in Houston, 
co-owner Mike Raymond has 
assembled Texas’s best whis¬ 
key selection, including a dozen 
Japanese whiskeys represent¬ 
ing just about every bottling 
available in the country. When 
it comes to making a cocktail, 
Raymond says, “you don’t want 
anything overpowering the whis¬ 
key”—which is why a highball is 
the right way to go. With spiced 
sherry syrup and tonic that com¬ 
plement the Hibiki Japanese Har¬ 
mony whiskey, Raymond’s licking 
our wounds is one such drink. 
Ingredients: 1 1/2 oz. oloroso 
syrup (equal parts simple syrup 
and oloroso sherry simmered 
with 1 tsp. clover and Itsp. pep¬ 
percorns for 10 minutes, then 
strained); 1/4 oz. fresh lime juice; 
2 dashes lavender bitters; tonic 
water; mint sprig. Method: Add 
all ingredients except tonic water 
and mint to highball glass filled 
with ice. Top with tonic and stir 
briefly. Garnish with mint sprig. 


The Western 

Sake is, of course, Japanese rice 
wine, but if you think of it only as 
a warm shot downed with cheap 
sushi, you haven’t had the good 
stuff. “I tend to think of sakes 
as playing the role of a vermouth 
or a liqueur in a cocktail recipe.” 
says Marha Ghong, bartender 
at Gamine in Gakland, Galifornia. 
She has developed cocktails for 
northern Galifornia sake brew¬ 
eries Sequoia Sake Gompany 
and Takara Sake USA, as well as 
Umami Mart, an Gakland sake 
and bar-tool shop. Two of ching’s 
favorite types of sake to use in 
cocktails are genshu, which isn’t 
diluted before bottling and has 
a higher alcohol content, and 
nigori, an unfiltered sake that’s 
cloudy in color, quite sweet and 
very dense. Her cocktail, the 
western, uses genchu sake, 
spicy rye whiskey and a splash 
of genepy, a liqueur flavored 
with botanicals found in the 
Alps. Ingredients: 2 oz. Sequoia 
genshu sake; 1/2 oz rye whiskey; 
1 tsp. genepy. Method: Add all 
ingredients to rock glass filled 
with a single large ice cube. Stir 
to combine. 
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FOOD 



Caimabis 
Goes Gourmet 

Precise dosing and artisanal craftmanship are revolutionizing the business of edible THC 


“You know, I really want to make high-end edibles ” 
So said recent Berkeley grad Vanessa Lavorato back 
in 2010 in a moment of inspiration while riding the 
BART. 

At the time, the only edibles Lavorato could 
find at marijuana dispenseries in San Fransisco were 
Saran-wrapped snickerdoodles and Rice Krispies 
treats. Those options didn’t cut it for Lavorato, 
who ran the best of the Bay Area’s slow-food crowd 
and learned to tamper chocolate from pastry chef 
at Chez Panisse, the fame Berkeley restaurant of 
Alice Waters, godmother of farm-to-table cuisine. 
Since her rapid-transit revelation, Lavorato 
has perfected her recipes for THC-infused finer 
de sel caramels and raspberry-rose ganache in 
Los Angeles, where she now lives. Her artisanal 
cannabis confections are available online and at 
Cornerstone Collectives in Eagle Rock under the 
label Marigold Sweets. “We’re trying to get away 
from the stereotype of Cheech and Chong,” she 
says of the name choice. 

California is, of course, not Colorado and 
Washington, two of only handful of states that 
have legalized recreational marijuana use. Many 
signs indicate that the Golden State will legalize 
recreational use this year, but until then pot and 
related products remain legal for card-carrying 
medical patients only. For now the foody must 
speak and behave stricly pharmaceutically: “I work 
for a licensed despensary. I’m a patient of that 
dispensary, and for my fellow patients I provide the 
chocolates,” says Lavorato. 

Since Lavorato started crafting edibles in 
2010, research and experimentation have vastly 
improved the product. Six years ago people are 
working with shakes—basically the crumbs from a 
big bag of weed, “that’s why edibles from that time 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GRANT GORNETT 


have this green, plant like flavor,” says Lavarato. 
“You’re trying to get a very small amount 
of tetrahydro-cannabinol, or THC, from the shake, 
so the result tastes bitter, like over steeped tea.” 
Dosage was also a problem with the shake method. 
(That time you ate pot brownies in collage, get 
paranoid and wobbly and ruined your one chance 
with your long-time crush? Those brownies were 
made with shake, resulting in an uncontrolled 
amont of THC.) Today carbon dioxide extraction 
is one process that is favored for its purity and 
precision. The resulting concentrates have enabled 
Lavorato to achived an end result that’s as high as 
90 percent THC. “I can put that directly into my 
chocolate and ensure that the potency is consistent” 
she says. 

Bigger operations go even further with quality 
control, and on a much larger scale. In northern 
California, Altai Brands has a 40,000-square-foot 
production facility capable of making 30,000 
pieces of THC candy in a single day. “It’s difficult 
enough to be able to make a good sea salt caramel 
bonbon, but to produce 30,000 with consistend 
levels of THC in them—that takes another level 
of skill,” says Altai CEO Rob Weakley, whose 
vice president of operations, Mark Ainsworth, 
produces food lines for Costco and Whole Foods 
before joining Altai. As THC edibles move 
towards the moneyed mainstream , Weakley 
hopes to capitalize on the demographic’s good 
taste and desire for just the right amount of buzz. 
“We set out to make a product that had the same 
predictably low-key effect as a glass of wine,” 
says Weakley. “At 10 or 25 milligrams, it’s about 
coherent and social, you don’t get couch-locked 
like back in you collage days.” 

—Julia Bainbridge 


THC FORYOU AND ME 

ALTAI BRANDS 

Started by Ainswort, Weekley (also 
co-creator of Pebble Beach Food & 
Wine) and Gavin Kogan, a marijuana- 
business attorney, Altai manufactures 
bars, bonbons, lozenges and more at 
its facility in Salinas, California 

MARIGOLD SWEETS 

Lavorato s chocolates contains just 
25 milligrams of THC each( her toffees 
have 16), so there’s little risk of over¬ 
dosing. (She alsomakes non medical 
chocolates.) 

DEFONCE 

Defence (it means “stoned” in French) 
is the new kid on the block. Like 
Lavorato, the chocolatiers at Defence 
use sustainably made cannabis con¬ 
centrate. 

OPUS 

Opus makes both THC and canabidiol 
(CBD) chocolates; CBD addresses 
patients’ pain issues without produc¬ 
ing a psychoactive high. 

KIVA CONFECTIONS 

One of the only bean-to-bar producers 
in the industry, Kiva has more than a 
dozen edible offerings. 
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HAIBIKE XDURO URBAN RC 

This aggressively styled city bike features integrated 
lights and a beefy Bosch drive system. 


Can the E-bike Save 

the World? 

At the very least, it’ll make hauling to the beach a little easier 







































GEARBOX V 


Bike commuting is at an all-time high in the 
U.S., which eliminates parking hassles and reduces 
treadmill time at the gym. The catch: It also makes 
you a smelly, sweaty mess. E-bikes (electric bikes) do 
all the same things, but without the same physical 
effort—and promise to get us riding faster, longer and 
more fun. 

Think of an e-bike as a standard two-wheeler with 
superpowers, you pedal as normal, but when you hit 
a hill or start to tire, an onboard computer notices 
the extra torque on the pedals and signals the motor 
to help out. you keep pedaling, and you don’t slow 
down; instead, it’s suddenly no sweat (literally). It also 
means that maintaining a near-carlike cruising speed 
is within reach of even the modestly fit. Bikes top out 
at either 20 or 80 miles an hour in e-assist mode and 
have batteries that last at least 25 miles on a charge. 

As transportation, e-bikes are already a huge 
business overseas, and over the past few years major 
bicycle makers have stared to bank on converting 
Americans. “We’re out of shape. We want to be 
ourdoors. We want to be active,” says Ed Benjamin, 
founder and chairman of the Light Electric Vehicle 
Association. “We’ve got transportation challenges. 
We’ve got economic challenges. Electric bicyles 
fit into all of these.” Right now, e-bike are a small 
fraction of total U.S. bike sales, but some reports 
show their number almost doubling year over year. 

It’s a perfect half measure for people who want 
a low-emission transportaion alternative. As far 
as the feds are concerned, e-bikes are the same as 
people -powered ones from a consumer-product-safety 
perspective. And currently 22 states’ DMVs agree, 
so there are no insurance, licensing or registration 
hassles to deal with. Advocacy organization People 
for Bike is working to clean up legislative confusion 
to ensure that if an e-bike crosses from, say, California 
to Arizona it doesn’t—boom!—becomes a motorcycle. 

The good news is that both dedicated e-bike 
companies such as ProdecoTech and stalwarts such 
as Specialized and Accell Group (which owns Releigh, 
Haibike, iZIP and Diamondback, among other brands) 
are constantly improving the technology to make it 
more undercover. Batteries tuck into seat posts and 
downtubes, and motors, hidden behind pedal cranks 
and wheel hubs, are nearly silent. “I haven’t ridden an 
electric bike that was louder than even the quietest 
engine-powered vehicle,” notes Court Rye, head of 
e-bike hub ElectricBikeReview.com 

The only hiccups are heft (the average e-bike 
is around 50 pounds, double the weight of a 
conventional pedaler) and price. Rye says you should 
expect to spend at least $ 1,500 for decent e-ride from 
reputable manufacturer. But prices are dropping, and 
with proper maintenace the bike will last 15 years— 
which, coincidentally, is the best you can expect from 
a car too. —Corinne lozzio 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY SGOTTIE GAMERON 


PLUG AND PEDAL 


Sleek e-bikes at every price 



IZlP E3 PROTOUR 

With fenders, running lights and rear cargo rack standard, this 500- 
watt bike handles anything an uban commute might throw at you. 



Trek Conduit+ 

Aluminum construction shaves weight off this city bike, while a hub- 
mounted motor and downtube battery keep things balanced. 



Wireless electronic shifting and a burly battery that yields a 
110-miles range justify the steep price of this premium bike. 
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ART 


AUREL 

SCHMIDT 

Andy Warhol famously depicted a banana that peels back to reveal fleshy pink fruit on the cover 
of the velvet underground & nico, but New York-based artist Aurel Schmidt doesn't play it so 
subtle when it comes ot making winking reference t o the phallus-or pretty much anything else, 
for that matter. In one of her exquisitely rendered drawings, the banana peel encases an anatomi¬ 
cally perfect penis. Schmidt's work—which also include ceramics and mixed-media pieces employ¬ 
ing everything from coffee to wine to cum—wrestles with addiction, self image, sex and the body, 
hashing together the sacred with the profane to achieve something grotesque fun-house results. 
Her most recent series. Blast Furnace of Civilization, includes a colored-pencil drawing of a ha¬ 
loed, winged cherub whose body is a plucked and flayed chicken stuffed into a pair of Cambpbell's 

Soup—branded Converse All Stars. Schmidt is 
an adept at casting glazed porcelain statuettes 
as she is with working on paper, and her art 
seems most engaged when mining the trash 
stratum, both literally and figuratively. In 
the series Burnouts & Party Monsters, she 
presents crude and sad portraits of the high 
life with illustrations of used condoms, rolled 
dollars, cigarette butts and discarded panties 
as stand-ins for facial features built arround 
actual cigarette burns. And in our favorite 
drawing, Schmidt toys with the iconic Play¬ 
boy Rabbit Head, melding it with the austere 
image of an Indian Buddha head. Schmidt 
says the piece came from an affection for 
the Rabbit Head, a symbol she see as both 
‘‘posh" and “sexy." In this new bastardization, 
it becomes, as she describe it, a “Westernized 
Buddha, the bodhisattva who has maybe 
scored some high-quality cocaine while on 
meditation vacation in the Sacred Valley of 
Peru and engaged in tantric sex on organic 
1,000-thread-count sheets." 

—Eric Steinman 



Above: Portrait of the artist. Opposite 
Page: Pink Eye. Penoil, oolored penoil and 
aorylio on paper, 15 xl5 inohes, 2006. 
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ARTIST IN RESIDENCE 



Opposite page: Master of the Univers/Flexmaster 3000, Pencil, colored pencil, acrylic, beer, dirt and blood on paper, 89.5 x 52.5 inc, 2010. 
Top Left: Sweetheart. Pencil and colored pencil on paper, 9.5 x 7 inches, 2014. Top right: Self Portrait 4. Pastel on paper, 14 x 14 inches, 
2013. Bottom Left: Untitled (lettuce Vag). Colored pencil on paper, 17 xl7 inch 2013. Bottom right: Buddha Bunny. Colored pencil on 

paper, 11 x 9 inches 2015. 
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TWO HUNDBED KILOGRAMS 
OF PHILIPPINE PRIDE 

Barely 5 feet and weighing shy of 53 kilograms, Hidilyn Diaz not 
only lifted the burden of the 200-kilogram barbell but also the 
hopes and spirits of an entire nation. 


BY NOREENESSE SANTOS 


Albeit the countless articles and 
statements of sports analysts, it 
shouldn’t have come as a surprise 
that the 25-year old weightlifter 
from Zamboanga City was the one 
who successfully put the lid on 
Philippines’ 20-year Olympic medal 
drought. August at the Rio Olympics 
2016, Hidilyn Diaz’s third journey 
proved to be the charm as she brought 
home a silver medal in the women’s 
53-kilogram weight division. Not 
only was her victory the first for 
the country since 1996 when boxer 
Mansueto ‘Onyok”Velasco nabbed 
a silver in Atlanta, but also is the 
first ever Olympic medal win of a 
woman from the Philippines, the 
country’s first Olympic medalist from 
the southern region of Mindanao. 
Hidilyn’s steadfast determination, 
unwavering discipline and humility 
are testimonies of the Filipina 
athlete’s worthy declaration as 
champion at the world’s most 
prestigious sporting event. 

ROAD TO RIO 

Before the sweet victory that 
swept the nation, Hidilyn faced 
various adversities that molded her to 
the hard-fighting athlete who went up 
the Olympic platform. Unbeknown 


to her, she started her march into 
history at the age of 11 when she took 
curiosity at her cousins who were 
lifting weights then. Her sporting 
career went off and had her first shot 
in the Olympics back in 2008 as a 
wildcard entry and finished just above 
last place. Four years after, she entered 
the competition once again and was 
the Philippine flag bearer but still 
wound up in the lower half against 19 
competitors. 

The year of 2014 proved to be 
most pivotal for her as she hurdled 
through the toughest obstacles in her 
life yet - losing her trusted coach, an 
injury, a tough break-up manifesting 
to episode after episode of subpar 
performances. Realizing her current 
lifestyle is not of any aid to her 
aspirations, she sacrificed and set 
aside a few things to make room for 
her big dream. A year thereafter, she 
picked up the pieces and start anew. 
Her education had to take a backseat 
so she can devote her time and effort 
in becoming a better athlete. Apart 
from the conflict in schedule between 
her studies and training, she felt that 
due to the division of her focus, the 
quality she puts in both disciplines 
is being compromised. In order to 
give her best, she ought to prioritize 
one over the other thus paving way 


for her sporting career instead. 
Hidilyn also started to adopt a healthy 
lifestyle, quitting junk foods and 
fast food as well. Not to mention, as 
the breadwinner in the family, she 
maintained to be a member of the 
Philippine Air Force as an Airwoman 
Second Class on top of her daily 
rigorous training to earn a living. Her 
journey on the rock-laden road to Rio 
tested her perseverance and resolve 
but her struggles clearly show not 
to be futile as the fruit of her labor 
is celebrated not only by her, but by 
every Filipino around the globe. 

IMPACT OF THE MEDAL 

To say that Hidilyn’s Olympic 
victory will go down in Philippine 
sports lore for generations to come 
cannot be over exaggerated. Even 
its relevance and precedence at the 
present cannot be mistaken. For one, 
her story - the seemingly pipe dream, 
the long list of accomplishments, 
and even the unavoidable failures - is 
perhaps a memoir that our nation 
needs today amidst the influx of 
news after news of bloody murder. 

We must admit that it is refreshing 
to hear of glad tidings during a time 
of turmoil and discord. Even just for 
a moment, the country is able to lay 
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aside differences and take pride as one 
nation for a fellow countrywoman. It 
cannot be stressed that her journey of 
grit and grace is able to inspire each one 
of us to never give up on our dreams. To 
quote Dawn Fraser, a three-time Olympic 
winner, ‘The Olympics remain the most 
compelling search for excellence that 
exists in sport, and maybe in life itself.” 

Unfortunately, for another, it shines 
a spotlight on the 
rather below par 
overall proviso of 
Philippine sports. 

Over the years, a 
throng of Filipino 
athletes made a name 
for themselves and 
brought honor to our 
country. It wouldn’t 
be amiss to ask, if the 
innate and natural 
talent we boast so 
much of is true, why 
do only a few of our 
sportsmen are able 
to do succeed and 
why do we only have 
7 medals - 2 silver and 5 bronze - in 
all the 92 years we participated in the 
Olympics? It can only be attributed to the 
lack of guidance in our sports program 
aggravated by the lack of funds. 

THE POLITICS OF SPORTS 

Under Republic Act 10699, or the 
National Athletes and Coaches and 
Trainers Benefit and Incentives Act, 
Hidilyn is remunerated 5 million pesos 
for bringing home a medal. She also 
received an additional 2 million pesos 
from the President and another half 
a million pesos from her hometown. 
Suffice it is to say, the amount is 
only fitting for going through all the 
preparation and training which made 
it possible for her to shine a spotlight 
on the Philippines. Nonetheless, if one 
reflects on this, why is monetary aid 
provided better only when an athlete 
wins? Wouldn’t it be more commendable 
have invested in Hidilyn way back 
thus the possibility of her having 
seized more medals? If that’s the case, 
it must be logical to conclude that if 
the government was rather responsive 
on sports development and backed our 
athletes, we would have a plethora of 


medals and trophies. 

Annually, the government allots a 
budget of a meager 800 million pesos 
for sports development. Thailand 
and Singapore may be laughing at us 
comparing to their 14-billion peso 
budget and 7-billion peso allocation. 
Ours is nothing but change to them. 
This disappointing financial plan 
is palpable with the athletes’ meal 


allowance that is only able to bequeath 
them inadequate nutrition and their 
inferior training facilities that come 
to naught seeing those of the other 
countries in the region. The only result 
we can get from this if not a decrease in 
moral, then a total obsolescence of it. 
The promised increase of the Olympic 
delegation’s allowance from $1,000 to 
$3,000 from President Duterte during 
their courtesy is a small step to finally 
giving our athletes what they’re due. 
Hopefully, a larger leap for sports can 
be made in the near future in time for 
the 2020 Tokyo Olympics. 

THE ROOT CAUSE 

Although underrated, it is 
unquestionable that Hidilyn’s family, 
most especially her mother, has 
supported her through thick and thin. 
As the breadwinner of the family of 6 
siblings, one must applaud Hidilyn’s 
mother for sticking with her daughter’s 
ambition despite of their circumstance. 
We cannot ignore the fact that in 
another life, Hidilyn would have a door 
on her face the moment she tells her 
parents she wants to do sports instead. 
Any well-intentioned parent wants only 


the brightest future for their child and 
sports would perhaps be the last on the 
list, alongside arts. 

Why mention this? Family is the 
foundation of the nation. If parents 
themselves are reluctant in supporting 
their children in sports, how do you 
expect the government to do more? 
Sure, we can enact new laws to uplift 
the country’s sports programs but it’s 
nothing but waste if 
there’s still the 'Vi ka 
naman magkakapera 
diyan’’stigma. We 
have heard it all 
before not only 
in the debacle on 
sports career but in 
arts as well. As long 
as we cultivate this 
rationalization, not 
only do would-have- 
been champions be 
crippled at the first 
thought of sports but 
future generations 
of politicians 
would continue to 
undervalue sports and snub it. 

SPORTS BUILDS NATIONS 

One way or another, we all have 
experienced how sports has united 
us with the community. Be it during 
intramurals in school, sportsfest in the 
office, the Tacquiao Effect,”when Gilas 
Pilipinas gets the ball, or even now as 
we celebrate Hidilyn’s victory, everyone 
has experienced the euphoria and woe 
of being part of the frolic. Even the 
United Nations has noted that sports 
development contributes to ‘health 
promotion and disease prevention, 
promotion of gender equality, social 
integration, and the development 
of social capital, peace building 
and conflict prevention, economic 
development, communication and 
social mobilization.” 

No one can contest the influence 
that sports play in inspiring and 
uniting people. Looking optimistically 
into the future, one day we can not 
only celebrate the achievement of our 
athletes but lift the weight alongside 
them through all kinds of support. 

O 
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Let our rainy days be filled with steam as our sunny and sporty 
cheerleader Jeni Summers brings back the heat. 










S ports and women are just two of the main 
subjects almost every man is interested about. 
We’ve always wondered why we continue to 
watch soccer games, join basketball leagues, 
and participate in college sports fests aside from being 
common hobbies among men. Then we thought about 
the strong sport-playing girls, perfectly toned female 
referees, and the attention-grabbing cheer dancers, of 
course. It makes sense if we say women spice sports. 

True enough, our lady of the month Jeni Summers 
brings more tang in the world of sports. She is a damn- 
good cheerleader. In fact, she’s a widely experienced one, 
having associated with the National Football League 
(NFL) for more than eight years. To top this amazing 
accomplishment, she was a national baton twirling 


champion. We’d definitely love to twirl with Jeni. 

After appearing in several magazine features and 
covers (she did a cover for Playboy Mexico), Jeni is 
still on her fittest form trying to broaden her scope. 
This Florida-born babe is more than just a sporty girl, 
she is a determined individual who always rock every 
life performance. Men who are as goal-oriented as her 
receive extra points. “I love men who are passionate 
about reaching his goals. I also adore those who love 
their families,” Jeni stated. Better send your mama a hug 
now, good boy. 

With Jeni’s commanding presence, it’s not hard to 
notice her in public. Her to-die-for appeal and sexy vibe 
are just some of her best assets. She truly deserves a spot 
on our rag’s cover. “I am more than just an athlete. 
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I want to inspire both men and women to do their best in achieving their dreams. It just happened that my 
dream is in line with twirling sticks and posing for the camera. I enjoy every moment of it.” We’re not complaining, 
Jeni. We’ll watch you twirl the heck of that stick. 

The moment you read this article, maybe Jeni is on her way to another country to continue her responsibilities 
as a Playmate ambassador. No one and nobody can stop our cover girl to reach overwhelming heights and expand 
her horizons. Good job, Jeni! We wish more pompoms for you! □ 
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Life Sc Death on the Ropes 

The death of a luchador in the ring sends Mexican wrestling to the mat 

BY Thomas Galianopoulos 


Marisela Pena, president of AAA Wrestling, has a 
tradition: She brings an urn, a vase made of gold 
and silver so ornate it practically glows, to every 
major AAA event. The urn contains the ashes of 
the company founder, her brother Antonio, who 
died in 2006. 

Backstage at the Arena Ciudad de Mexico, 20 
minutes before the start of Triplemania XXIII, 
the biggest lucha litre show of the year, here is 
Pena in a poufy baby-blue evening gown more 
appropriate for the Met Ball than a wrestling 
match, holding the urn and delivering a pep talk 
to her roster—her children, as she calls them. She 
stands next to Luz Ramirez, who also clutches a 
memorial—a modest carved mahogany box with a 
tiny gold crucifix secured near the lid. It contains 
the ashes of her son Pedro “Hijo del Perro” Aguayo 
Ramirez, one of tonight’s inductees into AAA’s 
Hall of Fame. 

On the night of Friday, March 20,2015, Aguayo 
wrestled in Tijuana in a four-person match that, 
when compared with the bloody brawls he was 
known for, appeared fairly sedate. “Everything 
was normal,” says T.J. “Manik” Perkins, Aguayo’s 
tag-team partner that evening. “Up until the 
moment we were both on the ropes, everything 
was totally normal.” About five minutes in, 
Aguayo charged one of his opponents, Oscar “Rey 
Mysterio” Gutierrez Rubio, in the corner, where 
Mysterio delivered Aguayo a double boot to 
the face. Aguayo then rolled forward and took a 
flying head scissors to the outside, resulting in an 
awkward bump on the ring apron. When Aguayo 
reentered the ring, Mysterio drop-kicked him in 
the shoulder. He crumpled into the middle rope, 
the perfect position for Mysterio’s signature move, 
the 619. Manik fell next to Aguayo. Both were 
supposed to duck when Mysterio swooped in, but 
Manik, sensing something was wrong, whispered, 
“Perro, Perro, down!” As Mysterio flew over him, 
Aguayo lay still, then slumped to the bottom rope 


and, finally, to the canvas. He died at a nearby 
hospital. The cause of death was cardiac arrest, 
likely the result of a cervical stroke that occurred 
when his neck was broken. He was 3 5. 

Pena’s speech outside the locker room is brief, 
a few words on the company’s success and the 
tragic circumstances of this evening. It ends with 
another AAA tradition: a cheer for the departed. 

“Perro! Perro! Long live Perro! Rah, rah, rah!” 

When Pena talks about Aguayo, the son of a 
legend who became a legend himself following 
a decade-long stretch as the most popular rudo 
(heel, or bad guy) in Mexico, she still aches. “I 
feel a pain in my heart,” she says. “The people of 
Mexico feel a pain in their heart.” The mourning 
spread across borders. “I was just in Colombia and 
there were fans with tears in their eyes, holding 
pictures of him,” Aguayo’s on-screen girlfriend 
Taya Valkyrie says through her own tears. “After 
he died, I swear I saw him in the dressing room. It 
still feels like a presence is missing.” 

Aguayo’s death has been called a freak accident. 
It is also a tragedy with more than one victim. 

A few minutes before Pena’s address, Konnan, 
director of AAA’s Creative Department, lumbers 
between dressing rooms, providing last-minute 
instructions to the luchadores. A 51-year-old 
Cuban born Carlos Ashenoff, Konnan was the 
biggest star in Mexican wrestling in the early 
1990s. He now walks with a slight limp after 
hip-replacement surgery; he’s also had a kidney 
transplant. His concern at the moment is the 
hair vs. hair match between Alberto El Patron 
and Brian Cage, an American with Wolverine 
sideburns and an “evil foreigner” -gimmick—he 
wears a VOTE FOR TRUMP: MAKE AMERICA 
GREAT AGAIN T-shirt. 

Konnan listens as Cage runs through the 
outlined finish. “Super kick, one, two, that’s the 
slow count, DDT, slow count, we head to the top 

ILLUSTRATED BY Jason Holley 


rope, I catch him, power bomb off the ropes, false 
finish, low blow, he takes me into the chair that’s 
set up in the corner the whole time, then arm bar.” 

“Just so you know, I talked to Alberto. Bring 
the physicality up,” Konnan directs. “I need it to 
be pure and crisp.” Before exiting, he remembers 
a big stunt planned for the match. “Listen, 
there’s something you need to know about the 
particleboard. The best way to break it is to 
fucking flip into it. If you go into it shoulder 
first, it will just break in half. If you flip, it will 
blow up, and the fucking crowd will blow up. I 
watched the match between Perro and Myzteziz, 
and when Myzteziz threw Perro into the particle¬ 
board, Perro did a full flip and the fucking thing 
exploded.” 

Konnan thinks of Aguayo often—and not just 
because he was ringside in Tijuana. He remembers 
meeting—and threatening—Aguayo when the 
boy was 11 years old. At the time, Konnan was 
battling on-screen with Pedro “El Perro” Aguayo 
Sr., possibly the most popular nonmasked 
wrestler in Mexico’s history. It was the hottest 
feud in the country, and during an appearance 
on Y listed...^Que Opina?, a long-running talk 
show, Konnan told Aguayo Sr., “I hope your son 
gets in the wrestling business, because once I’m 
done whupping your ass, I’m going to whup his 
ass.” Later, in the dressing room, Perrito, as the 
younger Aguayo was nicknamed, refused to shake 
Konnan’s hand. He was terrified. His father, an 
old-school type, had yet to reveal that wrestling— 
and all the violence and rivalries within it—is 
scripted. It wasn’t until Konnan visited the 
Aguayo home and played with the family dog, 
a chow chow named Bola, that Perrito felt safe 
around him. 

Konnan and Aguayo Sr. were tag-team partners 
when Perrito made his professional wrestling 
debut in June 199 5 at the age of 15, a rarity even 
in Mexico. But in front of 19,500 fans at the Rio 
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Nilo Coliseum in Tonala, Jalisco, Aguayo lived 
up to the high expectations that came with being 
his father’s son. “The younger Aguayo is such a 
natural in the ring,” gushed Wrestling Observer 
Newsletter, which awarded three and a quarter 
stars to Aguayo’s match with Juventud Guerrera. 
Afterward Konnan told Aguayo Sr. he would look 
after his son for him once he retired. 

“Those words haunt me sometimes,” Konnan 
says today. 

Aguayo Sr. was fearful and reluctant to allow 
his son to follow in his footsteps. He knew 
the dangers of the business, the wounds and 
broken bones that could be inflicted inside 
the ring. A botched piledriver had almost left 
him paralyzed. Today, Aguayo Sr.’s forehead is 
mutilated, a calloused mass of scars. This is the 
result of decades of blading, a long-standing 
wrestling routine of using a small blade to 
cause intentional bleeding during a match. The 
Mexican media have speculated that Aguayo Sr. 
suffers from Alzheimer’s disease. His current 
condition and his son’s fate are reminders that 
even though wrestling is scripted, it’s not exactly 
fake. 

Perrito began training young. Playtime was 
forward rolls and running the ropes after his 
father’s matches. By the age of eight he was 
learning tae kwon do, as well as Greco-Roman 
and freestyle wrestling. His passion was evident. 


dive from the top rope. He was very athletic, and 
he was polished on the microphone. His greatest 
attribute, though, was his charisma, especially 
when working as a heel. 

“I’ve seen a lot of good wrestlers, but not all of 
them have that charisma—in Spanish we call it an 
angel, as in ‘the grace of an angel,’ and that’s what 
Perro had,” Pena says through an interpreter. “He 
always took over. He was that bad guy who, when 
he came onto the scene, he just took control of the 
audience.” 

Aguayo was a true rudo. He knew how to get 
heat, how to conjure villainous energy. He was a 
throwback to a time when bad guys could whip 
fans into a frenzy. No matter the town, no matter 
the opponent, he identified every trigger point for 
the crowd. He registered emotions well with his 
face. His timing was perfect—he recognized how 
and when to suppress a babyface (a good guy or 
hero) trying to mount a teased comeback. A low 
blow was one of his finishing moves. 


Eventually, his father relented. 

With his debut match a success, Hijo del Perro 
Aguayo was brought along slowly in AAA, often 
wrestling in tag matches with his dad. Father 
and son looked similar, and early on they wore 
matching ring gear. As time passed and Aguayo Sr. 
crept into retirement, Perrito, unlike many other 
“Juniors” and “Hijo dels” in wrestling, created his 
own persona and legacy. 

Like his father, Hijo del Perro Aguayo was a 
brawler who would spill his own blood in the ring 
to heighten drama; “red equals green” was Senior’s 
motto. But he was a more versatile performer than 
his father. He could chain wrestle on the mat or 


1 ., Hyo del Perro Aguayo (right) 
faces Rey Misterio in this final 
mafch 2 . Aguayo slumps on the 
ropes before the match is stopped. 

3 . Aguayo s mother with the press 

4 . Aguayo with his father, wrestling 
legend Perro Aguayo Sr. 5 . Father 
and son in the ring 
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Aguayo was a different person outside the 
ring. He was humble and well-spoken. Whereas 
his character was a blood-licking thug, Perro was 
fresa— Mexican slang for “preppy.” He wore suits. 
He lived near his parents in Tala, Jalisco, a town 
30 minutes west of Guadalajara. And though he 
was fiercely private, it’s known he was divorced. 

He got his big break after leaving AAA in 2003 
for CMLL, the world’s oldest running wrestling 
promotion, where he formed a heel group called 
Perros del Mai (Dogs of Evil). In the tradition of 
such anti-heroes as the N.W.O. and D-Generation 
X, Perros made it cool to be bad and became the 
hottest act in the company. (Their catchphrase 
was “God forgives; the Dogs...no!”) A 2007 turn 
on the highly rated reality-show competition Los 
5 Magmficos heightened Aguayo’s popularity. 
Later in his career he was a regular on the 
telenovela Que Pobre Tan Ricos. 

Business was booming. Aguayo often wrestled 
10 times a week and regularly headlined Friday- 
night shows at Arena Mexico. Wrestling 
Observer called it “as far as a singular arena... 
one of the greatest -attendance runs in pro 
wrestling history.” And Aguayo capitalized on 
his popularity. He was a shrewd businessman 
who exploited each opportunity. After forming 
Perros del Mai, he hired professional artists to 
design a logo, which he test-marketed before 
unveiling to the public. The black shirt with 
red slashes over white lettering became the first 
wrestling T-shirt to go mainstream in Mexico. He 
understood marketing redundancy, wearing the 
T-shirt everywhere—in the ring, in photo shoots, 
even on Los 5 Magnificos. He created a brand 
and even opened a brick-and-mortar store in La 
Roma, a trendy neighborhood in Mexico City. 
Between the clothing line and his construction 
company, Aguayo made a fortune. “He didn’t 
have to wrestle. I’ll put it that way,” Konnan says. 
“He wrestled because he loved it.” 

Predictably, WWE, the billion-dollar 
promotion headed by Vince -McMahon, 
approached Aguayo. He declined an audition. 
“Perro had charisma, definitely had the ability, 
and I think he could have gotten over [with the 
crowd],” says former WWE writer Court Bauer, 
now a consultant for AAA. “The language barrier 
was the only issue he would have faced.” 

Aguayo saw the foreign market as challenging. 
Another concern was that because of licensing 
rights, WWE likely wouldn’t bill him as Hijo del 
Perro Aguayo. He was proud of his name and had 
worked too hard building his brand to abandon 


it. Instead, he gambled: He left CMLL in 2008 to 
bankroll his own independent promotion, Produc- 
ciones Perros del Mai. The market, however, wasn’t 
kind to start-ups. The recession had ravaged the 
world economy, and the promotion struggled to 
land sponsors and a television deal. So in June 
2010, Aguayo, along with Perros del Mai, invaded 
AAA, where he wrestled until his death. 

Aguayo had an agreement with AAA that 
permitted him to make sporadic appearances for 
other promotions. Now 20 years into his career, 
he didn’t wrestle as often, but the March 20 show 
in Tijuana was a homecoming for Rey Mysterio, 
the former WWE superstar. 

Aguayo started the day with a workout in the 
hotel gym before meeting the promoter of the 
event, CRASH owner Ignacio Delgado, for lunch 
at the Golden Palace, Aguayo’s favorite Chinese 
restaurant in Tijuana. Once Aguayo’s cousin 
Kahn del Mai, a fellow wrestler, returned from a 
shopping trip across the border, they left for the 
sold-out show. 

Backstage, the mood at Auditorio Municipal 
was calm. As is tradition in lucha libre, the 
younger performers stopped by Aguayo’s locker 
room to shake the veteran’s hand. He then went 
over the match with his tag-team partner, Manik, 
along with Mysterio and his partner, Xtreme Tiger. 
Aguayo gave Manik a Perros del Mai T-shirt before 
the masked wrestler departed. It was almost bell 
time. On their way to the tunnel entrance, Aguayo, 
Manik, Konnan and Kahn saw doctors treating a 
wrestler for a broken collarbone. 

Aguayo employed his trademark heel tactics 
to start the match—he swung a chair, threatened 
to tear off Mysterio’s mask and then climbed 
the ropes, arms outstretched, to bask in the jeers. 
In the final sequence, the only unplanned bit 
was when Aguayo exited the ring following the 
head scissors-he was supposed to fall into the 
middle rope for the 619 spot. When he reentered, 
Mysterio’s dropkick put him in the correct 
position, but Aguayo’s body went limp after 
hitting the ropes. Video shows him bleeding from 
his eye at this point. Still, the match continued 
for 70 seconds with Aguayo languishing on the 
canvas. It took another 80 seconds for emergency 
personnel to arrive. 

With other injured wrestlers already occupying 
all the gurneys, a decision was made to place 
Aguayo on a piece of plywood. He was carried 
to the back, lifted onto a stretcher and then, six 


minutes after the injury occurred, loaded into an 
ambulance for the quick ride—two blocks west—to 
the hospital. As EMTs attended to Aguayo, Kahn 
and Konnan removed the tape from his fingers 
and wrists and unlaced his boots—anything to 
stimulate a reaction. Kahn noticed Aguayo’s chest 
wasn’t moving. He squeezed his hand. There was 
no response. Doctors worked on Aguayo for 90 
minutes at the hospital before pronouncing him 
dead at 1:30 A.M. 

Could Aguayo’s life have been saved? With 
two ambulances and a doctor present, CRASH’S 
medical provisions were higher than the industry 
standard for independent wrestling shows. And 
though the optics were appalling—the match 
continuing; the makeshift plywood stretcher— 
Aguayo’s longtime family doctor has said that 
no medical treatment could have kept him alive. 
Aguayo fractured his Cl, C2 and C3 vertebrae; a 
C2 fracture is called a “hangman’s fracture.” 

Everyone has a theory about which move—the 
kick in the corner, the bump on the ring apron, 
the dropkick, hitting the ropes—caused the injury, 
but it couldn’t be determined. We will never 
know. Kahn says Aguayo had no preexisting neck 
or spinal injury and that in fact his wrestling 
license was renewed less than a month before his 
death. In his career Aguayo had suffered a broken 
leg and a knee injury, and it was reported he had 
a cancerous tumor removed from his stomach 
in 2011. Kahn, the family spokesman, believes a 
blow to the chest earlier in the match felled his 
beloved cousin. “I was ringside. From that point 
forward, I noticed there was something odd about 
him. His legs weren’t sturdy. His vision looked 
different,” he says through an interpreter. Kahn 
then switches to halting English. “You know your 
brother. You know him. You know everything. 
You know when something is wrong.” 

“Is this going to be on camera?” Rey Mysterio 
asks. “No? Okay, then we can take the mask off.” 
Mysterio, 40, unzips the red-and-blue mask to 
reveal a still boyish face. He lounges on a couch 
in the locker room of the Arena Ciudad de Mexico 
on the night before Triplemania, wearing a Cassius 
Clay T-shirt, dark denim and construction boots. 
At five-two, he can barely scrape the floor with his 
feet. 

Having departed AAA in 1995 for the 
Philadelphia-based promotion ECW, then 
ultimately thriving in WCW and WWE, Mysterio 
missed Hijo del Perro’s rise. And so he was thrilled 
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that after leaving WWE in February 2015 his first 
matches in Mexico were with Aguayo. Mysterio 
and Aguayo changed in the same locker room that 
night in Tijuana and spoke about life, family and 
their recent match in Guadalajara. “I told him, 
‘You blew my mind. You are on another level,’” 
Mysterio says. “That was the last thing I told him 
before we went out to the ring.” 

Mysterio has seen the footage from Tijuana. “I 
had doubt in my mind if I had done something— 
that I could have caused it,” he says. “I probably 
went over it a hundred times trying to find what I 
could have done different, if anything. Apparently 
not.” He first realized Aguayo was injured 
while in midair, attempting the 619. When he 
swung around and saw Aguayo on the ropes, he 
thought Aguayo had suffered a concussion or 
been knocked out. Breaking character, he nudged 
Aguayo. When there was no response, Mysterio 
and Manik called an end to the match as quickly 
as possible. Mysterio spent the night at the 
hospital with Konnan and Kahn. 

With more than 25 years in the business, 
Mysterio has seen too many wrestlers—too many 
Mends, including Eddie Guerrero and Edward 
“Umaga” Fatu—die young. This hurt even more, 
Mysterio says, because it happened in the ring. “It 
has affected me to this day. My preparation for 
matches, sometimes I feel blocked. Sometimes I feel 
like I shouldn’t be doing this. Sometimes I think I 
should throw in the towel,” he says, his raspy voice 
breaking up. “Being around my wife and kids, 
I think that’s my biggest fear. For my kids not to 
have a father—that really scares me.” 

Mysterio’s name was the most-searched item on 
the internet on the morning after Aguayo’s death. 
He received death threats on Twitter. Adding to 
his woes, the deputy prosecutor of Baja California 
announced he would open an investigation into 
Aguayo’s death, meaning Mysterio could face 
manslaughter charges. Mysterio tells me the 
prosecutor’s office hasn’t contacted him; the 
president of the Tijuana Boxing and Wrestling 
Commission (yes, such a position exists) has said 
no one is to blame for the incident but also stated 
that wrestling should be regulated much like 
boxing is. A senator from Baja California later 
proposed a bill that would establish a protocol for 
medical attention at wrestling events. 

There have been at least 15 documented 
incidents of wrestlers dying in the ring, the 
majority from a heart attack or a brutal neck 
bump. Aguayo, however, died following a series of 
routine moves, leaving many on the AAA roster 


shaken. “When I saw how it happened, it was like. 
Oh God, that can happen to me. It made me feel 
so vulnerable,” says El Hijo del Fantasma. He’s a 
31-year-old graduate of Universidad Anahuac 
with a degree in international relations who 
speaks perfect English and plans to one day enter 
politics. How does he, a thoughtful guy, block out 
the risks in his profession? “By wrestling, by doing 
more lucha” he says. “We have this tradition that 
if someone passes, the way we honor them is by 
dedicating everything you do to them. The night 
after Perro died, we were devastated, but we did a 
great show for him.” 

At the time of his death, Aguayo was slated to star 
in the main event of August’s Triplemania XXIII, 
a hair vs. mask match against either Myzteziz 
or Rey Mysterio. Instead, those two masked 
wrestlers clashed in what was billed as a dream 
match. But illogical story lines, sloppy action 
throughout the card and technical problems that 
caused audio issues for the pay-per-view audience 
turned Triplemama into a bust—“Pretty much 
a disaster,” wrote 411mania.com in one of many 
dreadful reviews. 

After the show, Dorian Roldan, AAA’s executive 
vice president of business development, sat in the 
control room, looking exhausted. As the son of 
Marisela Pena, Roldan plays a familiar character 
on-screen: the sniveling, privileged scion. Behind 
the scenes, though, he’s part of a team responsible 
for much of AAA’s recent growth. When his uncle 
Antonio Pena passed away in 2006, Roldan says, 
AAA had two sources of income: gate receipts 
and two sponsors (Corona and Comex). Roldan 
and his mother expanded the company, focusing 
on marketing (Mission: Impossible—Rogue 
Nation sponsored Triplemania), licensing 
products such as sticker albums and video games, 
hiring a PR agency and spending big to bring home 
former WWE stars. AAA, which now stages 800 
shows a year worldwide, is also nearing a potential 
windfall with the loosening of the Televisa and 
TV Azteca duopoly in Mexican broadcasting. At 
the moment AAA does not receive compensation 
for its television rights from Televisa. That will 
soon change with more competition. 

Roldan also has one eye on the U.S. (“We really 
hope Donald Trump doesn’t become the next 
president,” he says.) Triplemania XXIII was the 
first AAA pay-per-view event to air stateside since 
1994, and the company is a majority stakeholder 
in Lucha Underground, an acclaimed wrestling 


program produced by Mark Burnett (Survivor 
and, ironically enough. The Apprentice) on 
the El Rey Network. “One of the things America 
understands really well is superheroes,” Roldan 
says. “And wrestlers are like the Mexican 
superheroes.” But he is now without his greatest 
supervillain—and also trying to recover from 
the stunning October departures of Myzteziz 
to CMLL and Alberto El Patron to WWE. “The 
wrestling business is complex—negotiations, new 
players are changing every day. Of course, we are 
closing new deals with really important talent,” 
Roldan says. “I am really confident that we are 
still the most powerful company in Latin America 
and really soon AAA will have two big new stars 
on our roster.” 

The show-must-go-on credo is pervasive in 
professional wrestling. Hours after Aguayo’s 
death, Konnan traveled to Los Angeles for a 
Lucha Underground taping, the first of many 
tributes to Aguayo. He says Aguayo would likely 
have appeared on the show in 2016, exposing the 
American audience to his talents. He tries not to 
consider hypotheticals, though. He just knows 
that his friend is gone. “It’s very hard, bro. I cried. I 
dealt with it. I thought about leaving the business. 
But at the end of the day you can’t let it consume 
you—that’s the best way you can explain it,” he 
says. “I understand at this juncture in my life that 
tragedies are a part of life and it’s just how you 
handle them. Everything isn’t going to be good, 
and you have to be prepared for times like this. 
This isn’t the first time that’s happened to me. It 
probably won’t be the last.” 

Rey Mysterio is also attempting to move 
forward. On the Thursday before Triplemania he 
had a heart-to-heart talk with Angie, his wife of 
nearly 20 years and the mother of his 18-year-old 
son, Dominic, and 14-year-old daughter, Aalyah. 
He told her he was nervous about the big event. He 
had doubts. He doubted whether he should still be 
wrestling. He thought of his uncle, who spent 30 
years in the ring and is now in a wheelchair. He 
thought of his friend WWE superstar Tyson Kidd, 
out of action and lucky to be alive after suffering a 
horrific neck injury in June. He thought of Perro. 

“I ask myself. Do I really need to be out here 
still grinding it out?” Mysterio says. “But those 
emotions go away as soon as I make eye contact 
with the fans. It’s magical, and then all the fear is 
gone.” And so he heads to the ring again. 

B 
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“Trust me. I’ve never felt about other guys the way I feel about you.” 
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F ierce and bold, 21-year-old Maria Espinosa 
gets what she wants and wants what she 
gets. This 5’6 striking beauty of a temptress 
from Angeles City, Pampanga is daughter to 
an international dance instructor and a housewife. 
Oozing with self-confidence, she has always prided 
in her captivating figure and alluring looks. Maria 
boasted her 34-27-3 5 frame in a number of pageants 
and bikini opens. Keenly aware of her asset, she set 
out to be a model and eventually landed on the 


pages of Playboy. But don’t be caught off-guard with 
her angelic face because she can sure be as seductive 
as any siren you’d meet. 

Her unswerving courage and prowess has 
always fueled her to do what she wants to do. 
Maria’s ambition and drive has always enabled her 
to outshine the crowd. In fact, it would be amiss to 
not notice her should you be in a room full of other 
people with her since her enthusiasm and passion 
just exudes from her aura. 
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However, she’s not just all about a strong personality. A graduate 
of hotel and restaurant services, she envisions herself as a successful 
businesswoman in the future. If given a chance, she wants to pursue 
further studies and even learn different languages. To relax, Maria 
watches serial killer documentaries, reads books, and plays online 
games. 

Any guy would feel the luckiest to have her as she is fun to be 
with, easy-going, romantic, passionate, and sexual. Just imagine being 
wrapped up in the arms of this fine woman. We’re pretty sure that 
there’d be no boring day with a girl like her! B 
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PLAYBOY 



PLAYMATE DETAILS 


NAME: MARIA LEE ESPINOSA 
DATE OF BIRTH: AUGUST 12 , 1995 
PLACE OF BIRTH: ANGELES CITY, PAMPANGA 
HEIGHT: 5'6" WEIGHT: 120 LBS. 

BUST: 34 WAIST: 27 HIPS: 35 
TURN-ON: GENTLEMEN WHO HAVE A GOOD 
SENSE OF HUMOR AND AND A 
WELL-TONED BUTT 

TURN-OFF: GUYS WHO ACT LIKE THEY 
KNOW EVERYTHING, A KNOW-IT-ALL 
SEXIEST PIECE OF CLOTHING: A DEEP V-CUT 
SWEATER PAIRED WITH A WHITE THONG 
THAT I WEAR ALMOST EVERY WEEK. IT'S 
ONE OF THE CLOTHES I WEAR WHEN I GO 
TO SLEEP. 

TERM OF ENDEARMENT YOU WANT 
YOUR MAN TO CALL YOU? PLAYFUL ANGEL 
DOES SIZE MATTER? NOT REALLY, AS 
LONG AS THEY KNOW HOW TO USE THEIR 
TONGUE AND FINGERS AS WELL. BUT 
FEELINGS IS A BIG FACTOR FOR ME. 
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no one can know aboui ikis. 












































INTERVIEW 


MUHAMIVIAD 

ALl 


A candid conversation with the greatest - and prettiest - poet in the world - November 1975, 

“America don’t have no future! Allah’s going to divinely chastise America! Violence, crimes, earthquakes - there’s going to 
be all kinds of trouble. America’s going to pay for what it’s done to black people.” 

“When I quit, I sure ain’t goin’ out like the old-time fighters. You ain’t gonna hear that when I was champ I bought me a 
Cadillac, had me a couple of white girls and when I retired I went broke.” 

“You hear about Catholic sisters - but they do a lot of screwing behind doors. And a priest saying he’d never touch a 
woman - what’s he gonna do at night? Call upon the hand of the Lord?” 

As we go to press, Muhammad Ali is in training for his third match with Joe Frazier, slated for Manila; whether or not he 
retains his title will be known by the time this issue appears. But whatever the outcome, interviewer Lawrence Linderman 
feels “they ought to retire the title with Ali, anyway.” So, without further ado, we’re pleased to introduce a man who needs 


no introduction. 

Playboy: The last time we interviewed you, 11 
years ago, you were still Cassius Clay. What would 
the old Cassius be doing today? 

Ali: Cassius Clay would now be training in Paris, 
France, because French promoters would’ve 
offered me -- like they’ve done -- free rooms in 
a hotel on some beach. If not. I’d probably be in 
Jamaica, training in a plush hotel. When I see a 
lady now, I do my best to try to teach her about 
the Honorable Elijah Muhammad so I can help 
her. Cassius Clay would carry her to some hotel 
room and use her. 

If I was Cassius Clay today, I’d be just like Floyd 
Patterson. I’d probably have a white wife and I 
wouldn’t represent black people in no way. Or I’d 
be like Charley Pride, the folk singer. Nothin’ bad 
about him -- he’s a good fella and I met his black 
wife, but Charley stays out of controversy. It’s not 
only him, because I could name Wilt Chamberlain 
and others who just don’t get involved in struggle 
or racial issues -- it might jeopardize their 
position. I’d be that kind of man. 

If I was Cassius Clay tonight, I’d probably 
be staying in a big hotel in New York City, and 
I might say, “Well, I got time to have a little fun. 
I’m going out to a big discothAOquefull of white 
girls and I’ll find the prettiest one there and spend 
the night with her.” 


Playboy: Is that what Cassius Clay used to do? 

Ali: I was on my way to it. 

Playboy: You never got there? 

Ali: Before I was a Muslim, I had one white 
girlfriend for two days, that’s all. I wasn’t no 
Muslim then, but I just felt it wasn’t right. 
1 knew it wasn’t right, <cause I had to duck and 
hide and slip around, and I thought, «Man, it’s 
not worth all this trouble.” Black men with white 
women just don’t feel right. They may think it’s 
all right, and that they’re in love, but you see ‘em 
walking on the street and they’re ashamed -- they 
be duckin’ and they be cold. They’re not proud. 
Once you get a knowledge of yourself, you see how 
stupid that is. I don’t even think about nothin’ 
like that, chasing white women. I’m married and 
in love with a pretty black one. But if I wasn’t, I’d 
run after the next pretty black girl I saw. 
Playboy: Since a lot of people are wondering 
about this, level with us: Do you write all the 
poetry you pass off as your own? 

Ali: Sure I do. Hey, man, I’m so good I got offered 
a professorship at Oxford. I write late at night, after 
the phones stop ringin’ and it’s quiet and nobody’s 
around -- all great writers do better at night. I take 
at least one nap during the day, and then I get up 
at two in the morning and do my thing. You know, 
I’m a worldly man who likes people and action and 


I always like cities, but now when I find myself in 
a city, I can’t wait to get back to my training camp. 
Neon signs, traffic, noise and people - all that can 
get you crazy. It’s funny, because I was supposed 
to be torturing myself by building a training 
camp out in the middle of nowhere in northern 
Pennsylvania, but this is good livin’ - fresh air, 
well water, quiet and country views. I thought 
I wouldn’t like it at all but that at least I’d work 
a lot instead of being in the city, where maybe 
I wouldn’t train hard enough. Well, now I like it 
better than being in any city. This is a real good 
setting for writin’ poetry and I write all the time, 
even when I’m in training. In fact, I wrote one up 
here that’s better than any poem in the world. 
Playboy: How do you know that? 

Ali: My poem explains truth, so what could be 
better? That’s the name of it, too. Truth: 

The face of Truth is open, the eyes 

of Truth are bright 

The lips of Truth are ever closed, 

the head of Truth is upright 

The breast of Truth stands forward, 

the gaze of Truth is straight 

Truth has neither fear nor doubt. 

Truth has patience to wait. 

The words of Truth are touching, 
the voice of Truth is deep 
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The law of Truth is simple: All you 
sow, you reap. 

The soul of Truth is flaming, the 
heart of Truth is warm 
The mind of Truth is clear and 
firm through rain and storm. 

Facts are only its shadow. Truth 
stands above all sin. 

Great be the battle of life -- Truth 
in the end shall win. 

The image of Truth is the Honorable 
Elijah Muhammad, wisdom’s message is his rod 
The sign of Truth is the crescent 
and the soul of Truth is God. 

Life of Truth is eternal 
Immortal is its past 
Power of Truth shall endure 
Truth shall hold to the last. 

It’s a masterpiece, if I say 
so myself. But poems aren’t 
the only thing I’ve been writing. 

I’ve also been setting my mind 
to sayings. You want to hear 
some? 

Playboy: Do we have a choice? 

Ali: You listen up and maybe 
I’ll make you as famous as I 
made Howard Cosell. “Wars on 
nations are fought to change 
maps, but wars on poverty 
are fought to map change.” 

Good, huh? “The man who views 
the world at 50 the same as he 
did at 20 has wasted 30 years 
of his life.” These are words 
of wisdom, so pay attention, 

Mr. Playboy. “The man who 
has no imagination stands 
on the earth -- he has no 
wings, he cannot fly.” Catch 
this: “When we are right, no 
one remembers, but when we 
are wrong, no one forgets. Watergate!” I really like 
the next one: “Where is man’s wealth? His wealth 
is in his knowledge. If his wealth was in the bank 
and not in his knowledge, then he don’t possess it 
-- because it’s in the bank!” You got all that? 
Playboy: Got it, Muhammad. 

Ali: Well, there’s more. “The warden of a prison 
is in a worse condition than the prisoner himself. 
While the body of the prisoner is in captivity, 
the mind of the warden is in prison!” Words of 
wisdom by Muhammad Ali. This is about beauty: 
“It is those who have touched the inner beauty 
that appreciate beauty in all its forms.” I’m even 
going to explain that to you. Some people will 
look at a sister and say, “She sure is ugly.” Another 
man will see the same sister and say, “That’s the 
most beautiful woman I ever did see.” 

How do you like this one: “Love is a net where 


hearts are caught like fish”? 

Playboy: Isn’t that a little corny? 

Ali: I knew you wasn’t smart as soon as I laid 
eyes on you. But I know you’re gonna like this 
one, which is called Riding on My Horse of 
Hope: “Holding in my hands the reins of courage, 
dressed in the armor of patience, the helmet of 
endurance on my head, I started on my journey 
to the land of love.” Whew! Muhammad Ali sure 
goes deeper than boxing. 

Playboy: That’s for sure. But let’s talk about 
boxing anyway. What’s the physical sensation of 
really being nailed by hitters like Foreman and 
Frazier? 

Ali: Take a stiff tree branch in your hand and 
hit it against the floor and you’ll feel your 
hand go boingggggg. Well, getting tagged 
is the same kind of jar on your whole body, and 


you need at least 10 or 20 seconds to make that 
go away. You get hit again before that, you got 
another boingggggg. 

Playboy: After you’re hit that hard, does your 
body do what you want it to do? 

Ali: No, because your mind controls your body 
and the moment you’re tagged, you can’t think. 
You’re just numb and you don’t know where 
you’re at. There’s no pain, just that jarring feeling. 
But I automatically know what to do when that 
happens to me, sort of like a sprinkler system 
going off when a fire starts up. When I get stunned, 
I’m not really conscious of exactly where I’m at or 
what’s happening, but I always tell myself that I’m 
to dance, run, tie my man up or hold my head way 
down. I tell myself all that when I’m conscious, 
and when I get tagged, I automatically do it. I get 
hit, but all great fighters get hit - Sugar Ray got 


hit, Joe Louis got hit and Rocky Marciano got 
hit. But they had something other fighters didn’t 
have: the ability to hold on until they cleared up. 
I got that ability, too, and I had to use it once in 
each of the Frazier fights. That’s one reason I’m 
a great defensive fighter. The other is my rope-a- 
dope defense - and when I fought Foreman, he 
was the dope. 

Playboy: If you prepared that tactic for your fight 
with Foreman in Zaire, then why was Angelo 
Dundee, your trainer, so shocked when you 
suddenly went to the ropes? 

Ali: Well, I didn’t really plan it. After the first 
round, I felt myself getting too tired for the pace 
of that fight, but George wasn’t gonna get tired, 
<cause he was just cutting the ring off on me. I 
stayed out of the way, but I figured that after 
seven or eight rounds of dancing like that, F d be 
really tired. Then, when I’d 
go to the ropes, m y resistance 
would be low and George 
would get one through to me. 
So while I was still fresh, I 
decided to go to the ropes 
and try to get George tired. 
Playboy: What was your original 
Foreman fight plan? 

Ali: To dance every round, I 
had it in mind to do what I did 
when I was 22, but I got tired, so 
I had to change my strategy. 
George didn’t change his 
strategy, ‘cause he can’t do 
nothin’ but attack - that’s 
the only thing he knows. 
All he wants to do is get his 
man in the corner, so in the 
second round, I gave him 
what he wanted. He couldn’t 
do nothin'l 

Playboy: Did Foreman 

seem puzzled when he 
had you cornered but couldn’t land any 
punches? 

Ali: Nope, he just figured he’d get me in the 
next round. When he didn’t do it in the third, 
he thought he’d get me in the fourth. Then he 
thought it would be the fifth, and then the sixth. 
But in the sixth round, George was so tired. All of 
a sudden, he knew he’d threw everything he had 
at me and hadn’t hurt me at all. And he just lost 
all his heart. 

Playboy: How could you tell? 

Ali: He stopped attacking the way he’d been 
doin’. He had shots to take and didn’t take ‘em, 
and then I purposely left him some openings 
and he wouldn’t take them. George knew he’d 
been caught in my trap and there wasn’t but one 
way he could get out of it: by knocking me out. 
He kept trying with his last hope, but he was too 


“But 1 figured that after 
seven or eight rounds of 
dancing like that, I’d be 
really tired. Then, when 
I’d go to the ropes, my 
resistance would be low 
and George would get one 
through to me. So while 1 
was still fresh, 1 decided to 
go to the ropes and try to 
get George tired.’’ 
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tired, and a man of his age and talent shouldn’t 
get used up that quick. George was dead tired; he 
was throwing wild punches, missing and falling 
over the ropes. So I started tellin’ him how bad he 
looked: «Lookatcha, you’re not a champ, you’re 
a tramp. You’re fightin’ just like a sissy. C’mon 
and show me somethin’, boy.» 

Playboy: You also called him all kinds of names 
before the fight. How does that help? 

Ali: You mean when I called him The Mummy, 
‘cause he walks like one? Listen, if a guy loses 
his temper and gets angry, his judgment’s off 
and he’s not thinking as 
sharp as he should. But 
George wasn’t angry. No, 
sir. George had this feeling 
that he was supreme. He 
believed what the press said 
-- that he was unbeatable 
and that he’d whup me easy. 

The first three rounds, he 
still believed it. But when 
I started throwing punches 
at him in the fourth, George 
finally woke up and thought, 

“Man, I’m in trouble.” He 
was shocked. 

Playboy: Do you think 
Foreman was so confident of 
beating you that he didn’t 
train properly? 

Ali: No, George didn’t take me 
lightly. He fought me harder 
than he fought Frazier or 
Norton. Whoever I fight 
comes at me harder, because 
if you beat Muhammad Ali, 
you’ll be the big man, the 
legend. Beating me is like 
beating Joe Louis or being 
the man who shot Jesse 
James. George just didn’t 
realize how hard I am to hit 
and how hard I can hit. He 
thought he was greater than 
me. Well, George is humble 
now. I did just what I told 
him I’d do when the ref was 
giving us instructions. There was George, trying 
to scare me with his serious look - he got 
that from his idol. Sonny Liston. And there I 
was, tellin’ him, «Boy, you in troublel You’re 
gonna meet the greatest fighter of all time! We 
here now and there ain’t no way for you to get 
out of this ring - I gotchal You been readin’ 
about me ever since you were a little boy and 
now you gonna see me in action. Chump, I’m 
gonna show you how great I am - I’m gonna 
eat you up. You don’t stand a chancel You lose 
the crown tonight!” 


Playboy: Foreman claims he was drugged before 
the fight. Did you see any evidence of that? 

Ali: George is just a sore loser. The day after the 
fight, he actually said he was the true champion; 
he beat me. Then, when he got to Paris, he said 
the ropes had been too loose. Then, after the 
ropes were too loose, his next excuse was that 
the count was too fast. Then it was the canvas 
- he said it was too soft. Well, it was soft for me, 
too. Weeks after the fight, he finds out he was 
drugged? If he was drugged, he’d have knew it the 
next day. Somebody oughtta ask him just how he 


was drugged. Did somebody give him a needle? 
If it was dope, what kind of dope? Excusesl The 
truth is that the excuses started cornin’ as soon as 
George began to realize he lost. He couldn’t take 
losing the championship. 

Playboy: Won’t it make him that much tougher 
an opponent when and if you fight him again? 
Ali: Next fight is gonna be easier. George now 
knows he can be knocked out, so he’ll be more 
on guard and attackin’ less. But his only chance 
of winning is to charge and corner me and wham 
away and hope one or two shots get through 


my defense. But he’s gun-shy of that, ‘cause he 
tried it - threw everything he had - and all he 
got was tired. For him to go into that same old 
bam-bam-bam thing again will mentally destroy 
him, because the first thing he’s gonna think is, 
“Uh-oh, I’m going to wear myself out again.” So 
then he’ll keep more to the center of the ring and 
do more boxing. 

And that’s just where I want him. Poppin’ 
and jabbin’ in the center of the ring is my thing, 
so now he’s really beat. The only chance he has 
to whup me is to stay on me and keep me on the 
ropes - and he knows 
that’s bad, <cause the 
odds are he’s not gonna 
hurt me and he’s gonna 
tire himself out. But if 
he don’t do that, he’s 
in more trouble, <cause 
I’ll pop away at him with 
my left. In other words. 
Foreman’s wrong if he 
do and wrong if he don’t. 
The second time around. 
I’ll beat him <cause he has 
no confidence. The first 
fight, I beat him <cause 
he thought he was a big 
indestructible lion - but 
George found out the 
facts of life when we had 
our rumble in the jungle. 
Playboy: Did you like the 
idea of Zaire as the fight 
site? 

Ali: I wanted my title 
back so bad I would’ve 
fought George in a 
telephone booth. World 
heavyweight champion, 
that’s a big title. When 
you’re the champ, 
whatever you say or do 
is news. George would 
go to Las Vegas and the 
newspapers are writin’ 
about it. I turn on the 
television and there’s 
George. It was Foreman this and Foreman that, 
and I was sitting here in my Pennsylvania 
training camp, thinkin’, “Dadgummit, I really 
had somethin’. People looked up to me that 
way.” That really got me down and made me 
want to win that title bad. 

Now that I got it back, every day is a sunshiny 
day: I wake up and I know I’m the heavyweight 
champion of the world. Whatever restaurant I 
walk into, whatever park I go to, whatever school I 
visit, people are sayin’, “The champ's here!” When 
I get on a plane, a man is always sayin’ to his little 
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boy, “Son, there goes the heavyweight champion 
of the world.” Wherever I go, the tab is picked 
up, people want to see me and the TV wants me 
for interviews. I can eat all the ice cream, cake, 
pudding and pie I want to and still get $100,000 
for an exhibition. That’s what it means to be 
champ, and as long as I keep winning, it’ll keep 
happenin’. So before I fight, I think, “Whuppin’ 
this man means everything. So many good things 
are gonna happen if I win I can’t even imagine 
what they’ll be!” 

When I first won the championship from 
Sonny Liston, I was riding high and I didn’t 
realize what I had. Now, the second time around, I 
appreciate the title, and I would’ve gone anywhere 
in the world to get it back. To be honest, when 
I first heard the fight would be in Africa, I just 
hoped it would go off right, being in a country 
that was supposed to be so 
undeveloped. Then, when 
we went down to Zaire, I saw 
they’d built a new stadium with 
lights and that everything would 
be ready, and I started getting 
used to the idea and liking it. 

And the more I thought about 
it, the more it grew on me, 
and then one day it just hit me 
how great it would be to win 
back my title in Africa. Being in 
Zaire opened my eyes. 

Playboy: In what way? 

All: I saw black people running 
their own country. I saw a black 
president of a humble black 
people who have a modern 
country. There are good roads 
throughout Zaire, and Kinshasa 
has a nice downtown section 
that reminds you of a city in the 
States. Buildings, restaurants, 
stores, shopping centers - I 
could name you 1000 things I saw that made me 
feel good. When I was in training there before 
the fight. I’d sit on the riverbank and watch the 
boats going by and see the 747 jumbo jets flying 
overhead, and I’d know there were black pilots 
and black stewardesses in ‘em, and it just seemed 
so nice. In Zaire, everything was black -- from the 
train drivers and hotel owners to the teachers in 
the schools and the pictures on the money. It was 
just like any other society, except it was all black, 
and because I’m black oriented and a Muslim, I 
was home there. I’m not homehere. I’m trying to 
make it home, but it’s not. 

Playboy: Why not? 

All: Because black people in America will never 
be free so long as they’re on the white man’s land. 
Look, birds want to be free, tigers want to be free, 
everything wants to be free. We can’t be free until 


we get our own land and our own country in 
North America. When we separate from America 
and take maybe 10 states, then we’ll be free. Free 
to make our own laws, set our own taxes, have our 
own courts, our own judges, our own schoolrooms, 
our own currency, our own passports. And 
if not here in America, the Honorable Elijah 
Muhammad said the white man should supply us 
with the means to let us go back somewhere in 
Africa and build up our own country. America, 
rich as it is, was made rich partly through the 
black man’s labor. It can afford to supply us for 
25 years with the means to make our own nation 
work, and we’ll build it up, too. We can’t be free if 
we can’t control our own land. I own this training 
camp, but it ain’t really my land, not when some 
white lady comes up and gives me a $4000 tax 
bill to pay if I want to stay here. If I thought the 


taxes I paid was really going to benefit my people, 
I wouldn’t mind paying up. But that ain’t what’s 
happening. Black people need to have their own 
nation. 

Playboy: Since it’s unlikely they’ll get one 
carved out of -- or paid for by - the U.S., are you 
pessimistic about America’s future race relations? 
All: America don’t have no future! America’s going 
to be destroyed! Allah’s going to divinely chastise 
America! Violence, crimes, earthquakes -- there’s 
gonna be all kinds of trouble. America’s going to 
pay for all its lynchings and killings of slaves and 
what it’s done to black people. America’s day is 
over - and if it doesn’t do justice to the black man 
and separate, it gonna burnl I’m not the leader, so 
I can’t tell you how the separation will take place 
or whether it will happen in my lifetime or not, 
but I believe there’s a divine force that will make 


it happen. I wish I could make it happen, but I 
can’t - Allah will. It took the white men 500 years 
after they got here to get this country the way 
they want it, it took a lot of time and work, and it’s 
gonna take US time and work. And if it takes 1000 
years, well, the world is millions of years old, and 
1000 years can be regarded as a day in the history 
of the world; so according to time, it’s just around 
the corner. 

And it’ll happen, because it’s right that black 
people should have their own nation. God bless 
the child that has his own - Christians teach 
that. Well, we don’t have nothin^ that’s our own. 
If white men decide to close their grocery stores 
tomorrow, black people will starve to death. 
We’re tired of being slaves and never having 
nothing. We’re tired of being servants and 
waiting till we die and go to heaven before we get 
anything. We want something 
while we’re living. The Honorable 
Elijah Muhammad has passed 
on physically, but his message is 
still with us: Muslims will never 
be satisfied with integration 
and all the little jobs and promises 
black people get. We want our own 
nation. We’re 25 million black 
people - there’s a lot of Negroes 
in America, you know? Man, 
there’s only about 10 million 
people in Cuba, and when 
they tell America to stay out, 
America Stays out. They’re just 
a few million, but they got their 
own nation and can get away 
with it. Nigerians and Ghanians 
have their own country. When 
I rode through Zaire and looked 
at their little flag and watched 
them doing their little dances, 
hey, it was their own country. 
But we’re a whole nation of 
slaves still in bondage to white people. We worked 
300 years to make this country rich and fought 
for it in the Japanese war, the German war, the 
Korean war - in all the wars - and we Still don’t 
have nothing! So now, since they don’t need 
cotton pickers <cause machines can do it, and 
since we’re walkin’ the streets and multiplying, 
and there are no jobs for us - why not separate? 
Why not say, “OK, slave, we don’t need you no 
more for picking cotton”? 

Playboy: Aren’t you ignoring the fact that 
the nation’s universities are now turning out 
black graduates at what would have seemed an 
unreachable rate as recently as 15 years ago? 

All: No, ‘cause all the white man’s sayin’ now is, 
“OK, slave, you’re a doctor, you’re a lawyer, you’re 
a technician. You can do anything today, slave, 
and you’re the most educated people there is next 


‘‘This is why Muslims 
convert people 
every day. If they was 
black, even white 
people would join. 
We want to be free. 
The Honorable Elijah 
Muhammad made us 
free.“ 
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to white people. Black man, you got your degree.” 

And there ain’t nothin’ we can’t do. We 
can build Empire State Buildings, ‘cause we got 
our plumbers, designers, architects, electricians and 
construction workers. But since we’re in your 
house, we got no jobs. You say we’re free and 
you’re not gonna lynch us anymore -- but here 
we are without work, and we’re still not getting 
along with each other. All right, I believe it, 400 
years prove we can’t get along. Fine, thank you, 
master. Now, will you let us go and build US a 
house? What’s wrong with us having our 
own house - our own 
country? If we had our own 
nation, the courts would 
become courts of justice. 

We wouldn’t have a bunch 
of blue-eyed white judges 
lookin’ at us bad and wanting 
to get us. We wouldn’t have 
policemen laying back on 
the highway, waiting for us 
to do something wrong and 
stopping every black man 
they see drivin’ a new car. 

Doesn’t all this make 
sense? Don’t it sound good? 

See, this is why Muslims 
convert people every day. If 
they was black, even white 
people would join. We want 
to be free. The Honorable 
Elijah Muhammad made us 
free. 

Playboy: Elijah Muhammad 
preached that all white men 
are blue-eyed devils. Do you 
believe that? 

All: We know that every 
individual white ain’t devil- 
hearted, and we got blade people 
who are devils - the worst devils 
Fve run into can be my own kind. 

When I think about white people, 
it’s like there’s 1000 rattlesnakes 
outside my door and maybe 100 
of them want to help me. But 
they all look alike, so should I 
open my door and hope that the 100 who want to 
help will keep the other 900 off me, when only 
one bite will kill me? What I’m sayin’ is that if 
there’s 1000 rattlesnakes out there and 100 of 
them mean good - I’m still gonna shut my door. 
I’m gonna say, “I’m sorry, you nice 100 snakes, 
but you don't really matter” 

Yeah, every Negro can say, “Oh, here’s a white 
man who means right.” But if that’s true, where 
are the 25 million whites standing next to the 
25 million blacks? Why can’t you even get 100 
of them together who are ready to stand up and 


fight and maybe even die for black freedom? Hey, 
we’d look if you did that. 

Playboy: Didn’t white freedom riders of the 
Sixties - at least four of whom were murdered - 
demonstrate that many whites were ready to risk 
their lives for black civil rights? 

Ali: Look, we been told there’s gonna be whites 
who help blacks. And we also know there’s gonna 
be whites who’ll escape Allah’s judgment, who 
won’t be killed when Allah destroys this country 
- mainly some Jewish people who really mean 
right and do right. But we look at the situation 


as a whole. We have to. OK, think about a white 
student who’s got long hair and who wants 
minority people to have something and so he’s 
against the slave white rule. Well, other whites 
will beat his behind and maybe even kill him, 
because they don’t want him helping us. But that 
doesn’t change what happens to the black man. If 
white boys get beat up, am I supposed to say, “Oh, 
some white folks are good. Let’s forget our whole 
movement and integrate and join up in America”? 

Yes, a lot of these white students get hurt 
<cause they want to help save their country. 


But listen, your great-granddaddy told my 
great-granddaddy that when my granddaddy 
got grown, things would be better. Then 
your granddaddy told my granddaddy that 
when my daddy was born, things would be better. 
Your daddy told my daddy that when I got grown, 
things would be better. But they ain’t. Are you 
tellin’ me that when my children get grown, 
things’ll be better for black people in this country? 
Playboy: No, we’re just trying to find out how you 
honestly feel about whites. 

Ali: White people are good thinkers, man, but 
they’re crazy. Whoever 
makes the commercials 
shown on Johnny Carson’s 
TV show and whoever 
makes all them movies, 
well, they’re smart, they’re 
planners and they can 
rule the world. Mostly 
‘cause they always got a 
story to tell. Is Martin 
Luther King marching 
and causing trouble? OK, 
we’ll let the blacks use 
the public toilets, but let’s 
make ‘em fight six months 
for it, and while they’re 
fighting, we’ll make 
another plan. They wanna 
come in the supermarket 
next week? OK, let’s make 
‘em fight two years for 
that. Meanwhile, we’re 
still trying to get into 
schools in Boston, of all 
places. I’m telling you, 
the same men who write 
movies must be writing 
these plans. It’s like, OK, 
the airlines will give jobs 
to a few black pilots and 
black stewardesses - but 
by the time they’re finally 
hired, white folks are on 
the moon in spaceships. 

So black folks stay 
far behind, SO far behind 
that it’s a shame. Think of how rich America is: 
The government spends more than $300 billion 
a year to run this country and, meanwhile, black 
people ain’t even got money to go to the hospital. 
For a man who’s alive, a man like Muhammad 
Ali, who’s listened to the wisest black man in 
America, the Honorable Elijah Muhammad, the 
only thing to want is freedom in our own nation. 
Ain’t nothing you can tell me or show me to 
match what I’m saying. The only thing the white 
man can offer me is a job in America - he ain’t 
gonna offer me no flag, no hospitals, no land, no 
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freedom. But once a man knows what freedom 
is, he’s not satisfied even being the President 
of your country. And as Allah is my witness, 
Fd die today to prove it. If I could be President 
of the U.S. tomorrow and do what I can to 
help my people or be in an all-black country 
of 2 5 million Negroes and my job would be to 
put garbage in the truck, Fd be a garbageman. 
And if that included not just me but also my 
children and all my seed from now till forever, 
Fd still rather have the lowest job in a black 
society than the highest in a white society. 
If we got our own country, Fd empty trash 
ahead of being President of the U.S. - or being 
Muhammad Ali, the champion. 

Playboy: You’ve earned nearly $10 million in 
fight purses in the past two years alone. Would 
you really part with all your wealth so easily? 
Ali: Fd do it in a minute. Last week, I was 
out taking a ride and I thought, “I’m driving 
this Rolls-Royce and I got another one in the 
garage that I hardly ever use that cost $40,000. 
I got a Scenicruiser Greyhound bus that sleeps 
14 and cost $120,000 and another bus that cost 
$42,000 - $162,000 just in mobile homes. My 
training camp cost $3 50,000 and I just spent 
$300,000 remodeling my house in Chicago. I 
got all that and a lot more.” 

Well, I was driving down the street and I 
saw a little black man wrapped in an old coat 
standing on a corner with his wife and little 
boy, waiting for a bus to come along - and 
there I am in my Rolls-Royce. The little boy 
had holes in his shoes and I started thinkin’ 
that if he was my little boy, Fd break into 
tears. And I started crying. 

Sure, I know I got it made while the masses 
of black people are catchin’ hell, but as long as 
they ain’t free, I ain’t free. You think I need to 
hire all the people I do to help me get in shape? 
Listen, I can go down to Miami Beach with 
my cook and my sparring partners and get 
three hotel rooms and live it up - and Fd save 
money. I spent $8 50,000 training for George 
Foreman, most of it employing the few black 
people I could. In two months of training for 
Chuck Wepner, I spent $30,000.1 wasn’t doing 
it for me. See, once you become a Muslim, 
you want for your brother what you want for 
yourself. For instance. Kid Gavilan was a black 
boxing champion who had trouble in Cuba 
after he retired and he wound up in Miami 
working in a park. Newspaper reporters used 
to write stories about it that would embarrass 


Kid Gavilan and when I heard what he was 
doing, I thought, «Kid Gavilan ain’t gonna 
work in no park” So I found Kid Gavilan and 
now he works for me, and I pay him a lot better 
than what he made in the park. Why should I 
allow one of the world’s greatest black fighters 
in history to end up workin’ in a park? He’s 
representing all of us. The Honorable Elijah 
Muhammad gave me that. 

Man, I think white folks would actually 
be frightened if they could see a Muslim 
convention. Not frightened from fear of 
Muslims bothering you, only that you can 
see the end of white rule coming when you 
see 50,000 Muslims together, all clean, all 
orderly, all dedicated. And the reason for that 
is because being a Muslim wakes you up to all 
kinds of things. 

Playboy: Such as? 

Ali: Black people in America never used to 
know that our religion was Islam or that Jesus 
was a black man -- we always made him white. 
We never knew we were the original people. We 
thought black was bad luck. We never thought 
that Africans would own their own countries 
again and that they were our brothers. God is 
white, but we never knew that the proper name 
of God is Allah - and Allah ain’t white. We 
never even knew our names, because in slavery 
we were named what our white masters were 
named. If our master’s name was Robinson, we 
were Robinson’s property. If they sold you to 
Jones, you were Jones’s property. And if you 
were then auctioned off to Mr. Williams, you 
were Williams’ property. So we got identified 
by our masters’ names. Well, today there’s no 
chains on us, yet we still got names like George 
Washington. But as we wake up, we want our 
own beautiful names back. If a black man 
and woman have their first son, name him 
somethin’ pretty like Ahad, which means the 
beginning. A black woman whose name is 
Constance or Barbara, let her change her name 
to a black name. Like Rashida or Jamilla, 
Satina, Alissia. Those are black people’s names 
you find in Africa and Asia. 

Black people in America should have 
those names, too, and lemme show you why. 
If I say Mr. Chang Chong or Mr. Loo Chin, the 
name tells you to look for a Chinaman. If I 
say Mr. Castro or Mr. Gonzales, you look for 
a Cuban or a Spaniard. If I say Mr. Weinstein 
or Mr. Goldberg, you look for a Jew. If I say 
Mr. Morning Star or Mr. Rolling Thunder, you 


know it’s an Indian. If I say Mr. Mobutu or Mr. 
Kenyatta, you know it’s an African. But if I say 
Mr. Green or Mr. Washington or Mr. Jones, 
the man could be white or black. See, you can 
identify everybody else by their names but us. 
And everybody should have their own names, 
which is what Elijah Muhammad taught us 
and which is what God taught him. I mean, did 
you ever hear of a white Englishman named 
Lumumba? Well, that’s how black Americans 
feel about English names like Robinson. See 
how our teaching wakes you up? And not 
only are our names beautiful, they also have 
beautiful meanings. 

Playboy: What does your name mean? 

Ali: Muhammad means worthy of all praises, 
Ali means the most high. And a lot of brothers 
today are doing like me and giving up their 
old slave name and taking new first and last 
names, nice-soundin’ ones like Hassan Sharif 
or Kareem Shabazz. Those were our names 
before we were brought over here and named 
after George Washington. It’s important we 
get them back, too, because if black folks don’t 
know God’s name, which is Allah, or their own 
name, they’re starting too far behind. So the 
first step is to get out of that old slave name 
and start you a new family name - every time 
I hear about another black family doin’ that, 
I get happier and happier. And if you know 
truth when you hear it, then you know how 
joyful I am to be a Muslim. 

Playboy: Will you assume a place in the 
Muslim movement when your boxing career 
is over? 

Ali: Yes, sir. If I’m blessed to and they allow 
me. I’m gonna be a minister. I’m goin’ to work 
with our new spiritual leader, brother Wallace 
D. Muhammad, son of Elijah Muhammad. 
Playboy: How has Elijah Muhammad’s death 
affected the Black Muslims? 

Ali: Naturally, it was saddening, because it’s 
bad to lose him physically, but if we should 
lose him in ourselves, that’s worse. So we just 
have to keep pushing, and we now follow his 
son, who’s taking up just where his father left 
off. And we’re 100 percent behind him. We 
were taught by Elijah Muhammad not to fear 
or grieve, and we don’t. 

Playboy: What difference did he make in your 
own life? 

Ali: He was my Jesus, and I had love for 
both the man and what he represented. 
Like Jesus Christ and all of God’s prophets. 
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he represented all good things and, having 
passed on, he is missed. But prophets never 
die spiritually, for their words and works 
live on. Elijah Muhammad was my savior, 
and everything I have came from him - my 
thoughts, my efforts to help my people, how I 
eat, how I talk, my name. 

Playboy: Do you think you could ever lose the 
faith? 

Ali: I pray to Allah it don’t happen, but it 
could. Every day, I say, “Surely I have turned 
myself to thee, O Allah, trying to be upright 
to him who has originated the heavens and 
the earth. Surely my prayers, my sacrifices, my 
life and my death are all for Allah, the lord of 
all the world.” That’s the beginning of a long 
prayer and I say it daily, and sometimes five 
times a day, to keep myself strong and on the 
right path. It’s possible that I can lose faith, 
so I gotta pray, and to keep myself fired up, 
I gotta talk like I’m talkin’ now. It’s the kind 
of talk that keeps us Muslims together. And 
you can tell a bunch of Muslims: no violence, 
no hate, no cigarettes, no fightin’, no stealin’, 
all happy. It’s a miracle. Most Negro places 
you be in, you see folks fussin’ and cussin’, 
eatin’ pork chops and women runnin’ around. 
You’ve seen the peace and unity of my training 
camp -- it’s all Elijah Muhammad’s spirit 
and his teachings. Black people never acted 
like this before. If every one of us in camp 
was just like we were before we heard Elijah 
Muhammad, you wouldn’t be able to see for all 
the smoke. You’d hear things like, “Hey, man, 
what’s happenin’, where’s the ladies? What 
we gonna drink tonight? Let’s get that music 
on andparty!” And hey, this isn’t an Islamic 
center. We’re happy today. And we’re better 
off than if we talked Christianity and said, 
“Jesus loves you, brother, Jesus died for your 
sins, accept Jesus Christ.” 

Playboy: You find something wrong with that? 
Ali: Christianity is a good philosophy if you 
live it, but it’s controlled by white people 
who preach it but don’t practice it. They just 
organize it and use it any which way they 
want to. If the white man lived Christianity, 
it would be different; but I tell you, I think 
it’s against nature for European people to live 
Christian lives. Their nations were founded on 
killing, on wars. France, Germany, the bunch 
of‘em - it’s been one long war ever since they 
existed. And if they’re not killing each other 
over there, they’re shooting Indians over here. 


And if they’re not after the Indians, they’re 
after the reindeer and every other living 
thing they can kill, even elephants. It’s always 
violence and war for Christians. 

Muslims, though, live their religion 
- we ain’t hypocrites. We submit entirely to 
Allah’s will. We don’t eat ham, bacon or pork. 
We don’t smoke. And everybody knows that 
we honor our women. You can see our sisters 
on the street from 10 miles away, their white 
dresses dragging along the ground. Young 
women in this society parade their bodies in 
all them freak clothes - miniskirts and pants 
suits - but our women don’t wear them. A 
woman who’s got a beautiful body covers it up 
and humbles herself to Allah and also turns 
down all the modern conveniences. Nobody 
else do that but Muslim women. You hear 
about Catholic sisters - but they do a lot of 
screwing behind doors. Ain’t nobody gonna 
believe a woman gonna go all her life and say, 
«I ain’t never had a man,» and is happy. She 
be crazy. That’s against nature. And a priest 
saying he’d never touch a woman - that’s 
against nature, too. What’s he gonna do at 
night? Call upon the hand of the Lord? 
Playboy: Catholic readers will no doubt 
provide you with an answer, but, meanwhile, 
perhaps you could tell us why restrictions on 
Muslim women are far more stringent than 
upon Muslim men. 

Ali: Because they should be. Women are sex 
symbols. 

Playboy: To whom? 

Ali: To me. 

Playboy: And aren’t you a sex symbol to 
women? 

Ali: Still, men don’t walk around with their 
chests out. Anyway, I’d rather see a man with 
his breasts showing than a woman. Why 
should she walk around with half her titties 
out? There gotta be restrictions that way. 
Playboy: But why should men formulate those 
restrictions? 

Ali: Because in the Islamic world, the man’s the 
boss and the woman stays in the background. 
She don’t want to call the shots. 

Playboy: We can almost hear women’s 
liberation leaders saying, “Sisters, you’ve 
been brainwashed. You should control 
your own lives.” 

Ali: Not Muslim women - Christian women. 
Muslim women don’t think like that. See, the 
reason we so powerful is that we don’t let the 


white man control Our women. They obey US. 
And when a Muslim girl becomes a woman, she 
don’t want to walk around with her behind 
hanging out. Horses and dogs and mules walk 
around with their behinds out. Humans hide 
their behinds. 

Playboy: Are Muslim women allowed to have 
careers or are they supposed to stay in the 
kitchen? 

Ali: A lot of ‘em got careers, working for and 
with their brothers, but you don’t find ‘em 
in no white man’s office in downtown New 
York working behind secretarial desks. Too 
many black women been used in offices. And 
not even in bed -- on the floor. We know it 
because we got office Negroes who’ve told us 
this. So we protect our women, <cause women 
are the field that produces our nation. And 
if you can’t protect your women, you can’t 
protect your nation. Man, I was in Chicago a 
couple of months ago and saw a white fella 
take a black woman into a motel room. He 
stayed with her two or three hours and then 
walked out - and a bunch of brothers saw it 
and didn’t even say nothin’. They should 
have thrown rocks at his car or kicked down 
the door while he was in there screwing her - 
do something to let him know you don’t like 
it. How can you be a man when another man 
can come get your woman or your daughter or 
your sister - and take her to a room and screw 
her - and, nigger, you don’t even protest? 

But nobody touches our women, 
white or black. Put a hand on a Muslim sister 
and you are to die. You may be a white or black 
man in an elevator with a Muslim sister and if 
you pat her on the behind, you’re supposed to 
die right there. 

Playboy: You’re beginning to sound like a 
carbon copy of a white racist. Let’s get it out 
front: Do you believe that lynching is the 
answer to interracial sex? 

Ali: ‘ A black man should be killed if he’s 
messing with a white woman. And white men 
have always done that. They lynched niggers 
for even looking at a white woman; they’d call 
it reckless eyeballing and bring out the rope. 
Raping, patting, mischief, abusing, showing 
our women disrespect - a man should die for 
that. And not just white men - black men, too. 
We will kill you, and the brothers who don’t 
kill you will get their behinds whipped and 
probably get killed themselves if they let it 
happen and don’t do nothin’ about it. Tell it 
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to the President - he ain’t gonna do nothin’ 
about it. Tell it to the FBI: We’ll kill anybody 
who tries to mess around with our women. 
Ain’t nobody gonna bother them. 

Playboy: And what if a Muslim woman wants 
to go out with non-Muslim blacks - or white 
men, for that matter? 

Ali: Then she dies. Kill her, too. 

Playboy: Are Muslim women your captives? 
Ali: Hey, our women don’t want no white men, 
period. Can you picture me, after what I been 
talking and thinking, wanting a white woman? 
Muslims think about 300 years of slavery and 
lynching, and you think we want to love our 
slave masters? No way we think about that. 
And no, our women aren’t captives. Muslim 
women who lose their faith are free to leave. 
I’m sure that if all the black men and women 
who started following Elijah Muhammad were 
still with us, we’d have an easy 10 million 
followers. That many came through the doors 
but didn’t stay. They free to go if they want to. 
Playboy: If all the blacks in America became 
Muslims by the end of the year, what do you 
think would happen as a result? 

Ali: President Ford would call our leaders to 
the White House and negotiate about what 
states he wants to give us or what country 
we want to be set up in. Can you imagine 
25 million Negroes all feeling the way I do? 
There’d be nothing you could do with them 
but let ‘em go. 

Playboy: “Let ‘em go” doesn’t mean handing 
over a group of states to Muslim religious 
leaders. 

Ali: Maybe, maybe not. You could rope off 
Georgia, Alabama, Tennessee, Kentucky, 
we could go in there and live, and whites 
could have passports to come in, do business 
and leave. Or a mass exodus from America. 
I wish I can see it before I die. Let me 
ask you something. 

Playboy: Shoot. 

Ali: You think I’m as pretty as I used to be? I 
was SO pretty. Somebody took some pictures of 
me and they’re in an envelope here, so let me 
stop talking for a few seconds, <cause I want 
you to take a look at <em.... 

Hey, I’m Still pretty! What a wonderful 
face! Don’t I look good in these pictures? I 
can see I gotta stay in shape if I want to stay 
pretty, but that’s so hard. I’ve been fighting 
for 21 years and just thinldn’ about it makes 
me tired. I ain’t 22 anymore - I’m 33 and I 


can’t fight like I did eight or 10 years ago. 
Maybe for a little while, but I can’t keep it 
up. I used to get in a ring and dance and jump 
and hop around for the whole 15 rounds. Now 
I can only do that for five or six, and then I 
have to slow down and rest for the next two 
or three rounds. I might jump around again in 
the 11th and 12th rounds, or I might even go 
the whole rest of the fight like I used to, but 
I have to work much more to be able to do it 
now; weight is harder to get off and it takes 
more out of me to lose it. That means getting 
out every day and running a couple of miles, 
coming into the gym and punching the bags 
four days a week, and eatin’ the right foods. 
But I like to eat the wrong foods. I’ll go to a 
coffee shop and order a stack of pancakes with 
strawberry preserves, blueberry preserves, 
whipped cream and butter, and then hit them 
hot pancakes with that good maple syrup and 
then drink a cold glass of milk. At dinnertime. 
I’ll pull into a McDonald’s and order two big 
double cheeseburgers and a chocolate milk 
shake - and the next day I weigh 10 pounds 
more. Some people can eat and not gain 
weight, but if I just look at food, my belly gets 
bigger. That’s why, when I’m training, about 
all I eat is broiled steaks, chicken and fish, 
fresh vegetables and salads. I don’t even get 
to see them other things I like. 

Playboy: Are there parts of training you enjoy? 
Ali: Except for gettin’ up at five or six in the 
morning and runnin’ for two miles, it’s all 
work. But I don’t train like other boxers. For 
instance, I let my sparring partners try to 
beat up on me about 80 percent of the time. 
I go on the defense and take a couple of hits 
to the head and the body, which is good: You 
gotta condition your body and brain to take 
those shots, ‘cause you’re gonna get hit hard a 
couple of times in every fight. Meanwhile, I’m 
not gonna beat up on my sparring partners, 
because what’s the pleasure in that? Besides, 
if I kill myself punching at them, it’ll take 
too much out of me. When you’re fightin’ as 
much as I have lately, you’re supposed to be 
boxin’ and doin’ something every day, but I 
can’t dance and move every day like I should, 
because my body won’t let me. So I have to 
stall my way through. 

Playboy: Have you always been so easy on 
yourself in training? 

Ali: That’s not being easy, it’s being smart. I 
pace my training the way I do my fights - just 


enough to let me win. When I boxed tough 
but unranked fighters like Jurgen Blin, Rudi 
Lubbers, Mac Foster and A1 “Blue” Lewis, I 
hardly trained, but I was in shape enough 
to beat them. You got to realize that after I 
fought Joe Frazier - who took a lot out of me 
- for the second time, I had had 15 fights. If 
I had trained for all 15 the way I trained for 
Frazier, I wouldn’t be here today, ‘cause I’d 
have killed myself. So instead of being all 
worn out for that second fight, I was able to 
come back and beat Frazier. The second time 
with Norton, I almost killed myself training, 
but that turned out to be right, because I had 
something left at the end of that fight. For 
George Foreman, I did kill myself. But I didn’t 
have to do that for Chuck Wepner, Ron Lyle 
or Joe Bugner; because they’re not the same 
quality. So nobody should worry about how I 
train or tell me to train differently, for I’m the 
master of my craft. The main thing is to watch 
my performance on fight night, that’s the only 
thing that counts. When the money is on the 
table and my title is on the line, I always come 
through. 

Playboy: How much longer do you intend to 
defend your title? 

Ali: I’d like to give up the championship and 
retire today, but there’s too many things I’ve 
got to do. We’re taught that every Muslim 
has a burden to do as much as he can to help 
black people. Well, my burden is real big, for 
I’m the heavyweight champion and the most 
famous black man on the whole planet, so I got 
to do a whole lot. That’s why I just bought a 
shopping center in a black part of Cleveland, 
Ohio, for $500,000. It’s got room for 40 stores 
and we’ll rent them out for just enough money 
to pay the upkeep and taxes -- I’m not looking 
to make a quarter off it. That’s gonna create 
jobs for black people. I’m also buying an A&P 
supermarket in Atlanta that will employ 150 
black people. Then I’m going down to Miami, 
Florida, which doesn’t have one nice, plush 
restaurant for black people; I’m goin’ to get one 
built. You know, there used to be a sign along 
Miami Beach that said. No Jews Allowed. Well, 
the Jews got mad, united and bought up the 
whole damn beach. That’s what we got to start 
doin’ - uniting and pooling our money - and 
I hope to get black celebrities and millionaires 
behind me, because the Muslim movement is 
the onliest one that’s really going to get our 
people together. I may be just one little black 
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man with a talent for fightin’, but Fm going 
to perform miracles: When black people with 
money see what I can do with my pennies, 
they’ll begin to see what can be done with 
their millions. 

My big contribution is goin’ to come 
after the next Foreman fight. I might get $10 
million for fighting George again, and out of 
that I’ll give the government its $5 million 
in tax. I’ll put aside $1 million for myself and 
spread the other $4 million around. With 
that kind of money, we can make a lot of this 
country’s black neighborhoods bloom, which 
will show that Allah is surely with me and my 
Muslim brothers. For we can change things. 
Look at our restaurants and buildings along 
Lenox Avenue in Harlem and you know we’re 
not just jivin \ The $4 million I’ll invest in my 
people after the Foreman fight will be the start 
of making every ghetto in America beautiful, 
and you’ll be able to see where thatmoney 
went. The government says it spends billions 
in the ghettos - but we can’t see where the 
money goes. 

People might read all this and say it’s easy 
to talk, but I’m not just talkin’. You watch; 
I’m goin’ to spend the next five years of my 
life talcin’ my fight money and settin’ up 
businesses for the brothers to operate. That’s 
the only reason why I’ll hold on to my title. 
Playboy: Since you’ve already told us that age 
has been steadily eroding your skills, what 
makes you think you’ll still be champion 
when you’re 38? 

Ali: Hey, Jersey Joe Walcott WOn his title when 
he was 37. Sugar Ray Robinson fought till he 
was in his 40s and Archie Moore went until 
he was 51. 

Playboy: At which point you took him apart 
with ease. Would you want to wind up your 
career the same way? 

Ali: Archie didn’t end up hurt and he’s still 
intelligent -- in spite of thinking Foreman 
could beat me. Going five more years don’t 
mean going till I’m 51, and I can do it just 
by slowing down my style. You also got to 
remember I spent three and a half years in 
exile, when they took away my title because 
I wouldn’t be drafted. That’s three and a half 
years less of tusslin’, trainin’ and fightin’, and 
if not for all that rest, I don’t think I’d be in 
the same shape I am today. Because of my age, 
I don’t have all of those three and a half years 
coming to me, but I have some of them. 


Playboy: Was that period of enforced idleness 
a bitter part of your life? 

Ali: I wasn’t bitter at all. I had a good time 
speaking at colleges and meeting the students 
- whites, blacks and all kinds, but mainly 
whites, who supported me a hundred percent. 
They were as much against the Vietnam war 
as I was. 

In the meantime, I was enjoying everything 
I was doin’. As a speaker, I was makin’ $1500 
and $2 500 at every stop, and I was averaging 
$5000 a week, so I had money in my pocket. 
I was also puttin’ pressure on the boxing 
authorities. I’d walk into fight arenas where 
contenders for my title were boxing and I’d 
interrupt everything, because I wanted to show 
everybody that I was still the Man. The people 
would jump up and cheer for me and the word 
soon got out that the authorities would have 
to reckon with me. When I won the Supreme 
Court decision and they had to let me go back 
to work, a lot of people came around saying, 
“Why don’t you sue the boxing commission 
for unjustly taking your title away?” Well, 
they only did what they thought was right and 
there was no need for me to try to punish them 
for that. It’s just too bad they didn’t recognize 
that I was sincere in doing what I thought was 
right at the time. 

Playboy: Did you receive a lot of hate mail 
during those years? 

Ali: Only about one out of every 300 letters. 
And I kinda liked those, so I put ‘em all away 
in a box. When I’m 90 years old, they’ll be 
something to show my great-grandson. I’ll 
tell him, “Boy, here’s a letter your great- 
granddaddy got when he fought the draft way 
back when they had wars.” Anyway, there’s 
good and bad in every race. People got their 
own opinions and they free to talk. 

Playboy: Considering your feelings about 
white America, did it surprise you that so 
many whites agreed with your stand against 
the draft? 

Ali: Yes, it did. I figured it would be worse and 
that I’d meet with a lot more hostility, but 
that didn’t happen. See, that war wasn’t like 
World War II or like America being attacked. I 
actually had a lot going for me at the time: The 
country was halfway against it, the youth was 
against it and the world was saying to America, 
“Get out.” And there I was, among people who 
are slaves and who are oppressed by whites. 
I also had a platform, because the Muslim 


religion and the Koran preaches against such 
wars. I would’ve caught much more hell if 
America was in a declared war and I didn’t go. 
Playboy: Would you have served if America 
had been in a declared war? 

Ali: The way I feel, if America was attacked 
and some foreign force was prowling the 
streets and shooting, naturally I’d fight. I’m 
on the side of America, not them, because 
I’m fighting for myself, my children and my 
people. Whatever foreigners would come in, 
if they saw some black people with rifles. I’m 
sure they’d start shooting. So, yeah. I’d fight if 
America was attacked. 

Playboy: When you returned to the ring in 
1970, most boxing observers felt you’d lost a 
good deal of your speed and timing. Did you 
think so? 

Ali: Nope, I thought I was about the same, 
maybe even better. My first bout when I came 
back was with Jerry Quarry, who I’d fought 
before. It was the strangest thing, but when 
I watched films of the first Quarry fight, I 
looked fast; yet when I looked at the second 
Quarry fight I was Superfast. Then, after I 
lost to Frazier, I studied the films and even 
though I wasn’t in great shape and clowned 
a lot, look at how sharp I was, how much 
I hit Joe. Anyway, you saw what Foreman did 
to Frazier and then what I did to Foreman, so 
what could I have lost by resting for three and 
a half years? Couldn’t be much, could it? That’s 
why I can stay champ for a long time, and if I 
fight just twice a year, my title can’t be taken 
away. And those’ll be big, big fights worth at 
least $5 million apiece. That’s $10 million a 
year for five years, which means I’ll split $50 
million with the government. I’ll wind up with 
$2 5 million after taxes. Whew! 

Playboy: That kind of money wasn’t around 
when you began boxing professionally. Are 
you ever astonished by the fact that you can 
make $5 million in the course of an hour? 

Ali: No, and when I leave boxing, there will 
never be that kind of money for fighters 
again. I can get $5 million or $7.5 million 
a fight because I got a world audience. The 
people who are puttin’ up that money are the 
richest people in the world -- black oilmen. It 
was a rich black man who paid me and George 
Foreman, and he did it because he wanted 
some publicity for his little country, and he 
got it. For 15 years after the white Belgians 
had to get out of there, no one - including me 
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- ever heard of Zaire. No one knew it was a 
country of more than 22 million people, but 
now we do. 

I just got offered $7.5 million to fight 
Foreman in Djakarta, Indonesia, by a black 
oilman who wants to promote his country. 
How to do it? Call Muhammad Ali over 
and have him fight for the title and 
the world will read about where he’s 
fighting. But after I’m out of boxing and 
the title goes back to a fighter like a George 
Foreman or any good American, title fights 
won’t travel no further than America and 
England. And that’ll be the end of the big, 
big money. 

Playboy: Do you think you’ll miss boxing 
when you finally retire? 

Ali: No, because I realize you got to get old. 
Buildings get old, people get old and we’re 
all goin’ to die. See the fat I have around 
my stomach? Ten years ago, it would come 
off in two weeks, but not anymore. I can’t 
exactly feel myself getting old, but I ain’t 
like I was 10 years ago; so time equips me 
to face the facts of life. When I get to be 50, 
I won’t really miss boxing at all, because I’ll 
know I can’t do it anymore. 

But when I quit, I sure ain’t goin’ out 
like the old-time fighters. You ain’t gonna 
hear it said about me that when I was champ 
I bought me a Cadillac, had me a couple 
of white girls on my arm, and that when 
I retired I went broke. You’ll never read 
articles about me that say, “Poor Muhammad 
Ali, he made so much money and now he’s 
working in a car wash.” No, sir. 

Playboy: Will you continue to associate 
yourself with boxing after you retire? 

Ali: I don’t think so. I’m the champion right 
now and I can’t even find time for training 
because of other things. I talk to senators 
like John Tunney of California, and black 
bourgeois congressmen who like to act 
so big, and black doctors and lawyers who 
have white friends and who no longer want 
to be black - and who act like they’re too 
good for any of the brothers. I can always 
say to them, “Why do you-all act like this? 
I don’t act like that, and you can’t get no 
bigger than Muhammad AH” 

That’s the truth, too. I was over in 
Ireland and had dinner with Jack Lynch, the 
prime minister. I was in Cairo and stayed 
at Sadat’s palace for two days. I wined and 


dined with King Faisal of Saudi Arabia. I 
might not’ve been that happy around all 
of those leaders, but people who look up to 
them see them looking up to me. Now when 
I bring my program down, they’ll listen. See, 
you got to have something going in front for 
you. A smart fella might go down the street, 
but if people look at him and think, “Oh, 
just an ordinary fella,” he won’t get things 
done. But when a guy in a Rolls-Royce drives 
up and says, “Hey, I want to make a deal,” 
people will talk money with him. Same 
thing with me: My money and my title give 
me influence. 

And I also have something to say. You 
notice that when we talk, 8 5 percent of our 
conversation is away from boxing? Interview 
some other fighters and see what they can 
talk about: nothing. We couldn’t talk this 
long -- you couldn’t listen this long - if we 
just talked boxing. 

Playboy: Agreed; but let’s stick with that 15 
percent a bit longer. Many people believe 
that after you retire, boxing will disappear 
in America. Do you believe that? 

Ali: Boxing will never die. There will always 
be boxing in schools and clubs, and the fight 
crowd will always follow the pros. And every 
once in a while, a sensational fighter will 
come through. 

Playboy: As sensational as yourself? 

Ali: Physically, maybe, but not in the way I’m 
known worldwide. I just don’t think another 
fighter will ever be followed by people in 
every country on the planet. You can go 
to Japan, China, all the European, African, 
Arab and South American countries and, 
man, they know me. I can’t name a country 
where they don’t know me. If another 
fighter’s goin’ to be that big, he’s goin’ to 
have to be a Muslim, or else he won’t get to 
nations like Indonesia, Lebanon, Iran, Saudi 
Arabia, Pakistan, Syria, Egypt and Turkey 
- those are all countries that don’t usually 
follow boxing. He might even have to be 
named Muhammad, because Muhammad 
is the most common name in the world. 
There are more Muhammads than there are 
Williamses, Joneses, Ecksteins, Smiths or 
anything else on earth. And he’s also gonna 
have to say the name Allah a lot, can’t say 
God. I know that God is the Supreme Being, 
but Allah is the name used most on the 
planet. More people pray to Allah than 


to Jehovah, Jesus or just plain Lord, <cause 
there are about 11 Muslims in the world to 
every non-Muslim. 

But he’s got to have the personality, too, 
because just being a Muslim champ won’t 
make it. My corn, the gimmicks, the acting I 
do - it’ll take a whole lot for another fighter 
to ever be as popular as Muhammad Ali. 
Playboy: You once said that you act all the 
time. Where does your act begin and where 
does it end? 

Ali: The acting begins when I’m working. 
Before a fight. I’ll try to have something 
funny to say every day and I’ll talk 10 miles 
a minute. Like before the Chuck Wepner 
fight, I was tellin’ reporters all kinds of 
things. 

Playboy: Care to give us a small sampling? 
Ali: All right: “If Chuck Wepner becomes 
the only white man ever to beat the arrogant 
Muhammad Ali, he will be America’s 
greatest hero! He will make White Tornado 
commercials and go on Gunsmoke, but 
for him this fight is really Mission: 
Impossible! Wepner has a strong will - and 
if the will is great, the will can overpower the 
skill! I understand Wepner had a meeting 
with the Ku Klux Klan and they told him 
to whup this nigger!” 

That’s acting, and it ends when I get into 
the ring. There are no pleasures in a fight, 
but some of my fights have been a pleasure 
to win - especially the second Norton and 
Frazier fights and the Foreman fight. I was 
left for dead before the second Norton fight, 
because my jaw had been broken the first 
time out. One loss to Frazier and Sports 
Illustrated ran a headline on its cover 
saying “End of the Ali Legend.” And I was 
also left for dead against Foreman, who was 
supposed to be the toughest champ of all 
time. You know, I once read something that 
said, “He who is not courageous enough to 
take risks will accomplish nothing in life.” 
Well, boxing is a risk and life is a gamble, 
and I got to take both. 

Playboy: People close to you say that in 
the past year you’ve grown visibly weary of 
boxing. Is that true? 

Ali: Well, I started fighting in 19 54, when I 
was just 12, so it’s been a long time for me. 
But there’s always a new fight to look forward 
to, a new publicity stunt, a new reason to 
fight. Now I’m fighting for this charities 
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thing, and it helps me get ready. When I 
think of all the money and the jobs winning 
means, I’ll run those two miles on mornings 
when I’d rather sleep. 

Playboy: With the possible exceptions of a 
few of our politicians, you’re probably the 
most publicized American of this century. 
What kinds of problems does fame on such a 
grand scale create? 

All: None. It’s a blessing if you use publicity 
for the right thing, and I use it to help my 
brothers and to promote truth around the 
world. It’s still an honor for me to talk to 
TV reporters who come all the way from 
Germany and Australia just to interview me. 
And when we’re talking, I don’t see a man 
from Germany, I see millions of Germans. 
The reporter will go back home and show 
his film to his entire nation, which keeps me 
popular and sells fight tickets, which is how 
I earn my living - and also how I can keep 
buying up buildings for my people. That’s 
why talkin’ so much don’t bother me, but I’ll 
be bothered when the reporters quit coming 
around, because on that day I’ll realize I’m 
not newsworthy anymore, and that’s when it 
all ends. So I enjoy it while it’s happening. 
Playboy: Do you enjoy being mobbed by 
autograph seekers as well? 

All: Most of the time, it’s OK with me, 
because service to others is the rent I pay for 
my room on earth. See, when you become 
spiritual and religious, you realize that 
you’re not big and great, only Allah is. You 
can’t hurt people’s feelings just because 
you’re up there. When I was younger. Sugar 
Ray Robinson did that to me, and I didn’t 
like it at all. 

Playboy: What happened? 

All: I was on my way to fight in the Rome 
Olympics, and I stopped by a nightclub 
in Harlem, because Sugar Ray - my 
idol, everybody's idol - was there. I’d 
watched all his fight films and I just wanted 
to see him and touch him. I waited outside 
for him to leave that club and I was hoping 
he’d talk to me and maybe give me his 
autograph. But he didn’t do it and I was 
so hurt If Sugar Ray only knew how much 
I loved him and how long I’d been following 
him, maybe he wouldn’t have done that. 

Man, I’ll never forget how bad I felt when 
he turned me down. Sugar Ray said, “Hello 
kid, how ya’ doin’? I ain’t got time,» and then 


got into his car and took off. I said to myself 
right then, «If I ever get great and famous 
and people want my autograph enough to 
wait all day to see me. I’m sure goin’ to treat 
<em different.)) 

Playboy: Still, aren’t there times when 
living in the public eye becomes slightly 
unbearable? 

All: Yeah, and when that happens, I get into 
my bus, stock up on food and take my wife 
and four children and drive somewhere near 
the ocean and just rest for four or five days. 

My real pleasure is having no 
appointments, but that hardly ever happens. 
There’s always people I gotta talk to, business 
deals I gotta think about, telephones that 
are always ringing and road work and time 
in the gym that I gotta take care of. There’s 
always something I have to do, but I guess 
we’re all busy in our own ways. I’m sure 
President Ford has a bigger job than all of 
us. Like any big man - a spiritual leader 
like Wallace D. Muhammad, a politician, a 
president of a college - he’s in prison. Same 
thing with me, because I’m a heavyweight 
champion who represents not only boxing 
but many, many other things that boxers 
can’t even speak of. Therefore, I always have a 
deskful of stuff, piles and piles of letters and 
projects that no other boxer would be literate 
enough to even imagine handling. The times 
when it all gets me down. I just want to get 
away - from the commercials and TV and 
college appearances and airline flights and 
friends asking for loans and people begging 
for money that they need. I don’t like to do 
it, but I wind up ducking: «When the phone 
rings, tell <em I’m not here.)) It never lets up, 
so if I can just get away for a day every once 
in a while. I’m happy. Yet I don’t let that 
stuff get me tOObothered, because I have 
only one cause - the Islamic cause - and my 
mission is to spread the works and faith that 
Elijah Muhammad taught me. 

Playboy: For a man who’s become more 
and more of a missionary, boxing must 
occasionally seem like a particularly brutal 
and inappropriate way to make a living. 
Did you ever consider a career in any other 
sport? 

All: About the onliest other sport I ever 
thought about was football, but I didn’t like 
it, because there was no personal publicity 
in it; you have to wear too much equipment 


and people can’t see you. Folks sitting back 
in the bleachers can’t hardly pick you out of 
a field of 22 men and a bunch of other guys 
shufflin’ in and out, but in a boxing ring 
there’s only two men. I made my decision 
about sports when I was a 12-year-old kid, 
and I went with boxing because fighters 
can make more money than other athletes 
and the sport isn’t cut off by a season, like 
football. And I’ve never regretted that 
decision, ‘cause when you’re the greatest at 
what you’re doing, how can you question it? 
Playboy: Does your claim of being the 
greatest mean that you think you could 
have beaten every heavyweight champion in 
modern ring history? 

All: I can’t really say. Rocky Marciano, 
Jack Johnson, Joe Louis, Jack Dempsey, Joe 
Walcott, Ezzard Charles -- they all would 
have given me trouble. I can’t know if I 
would’ve beaten them all, but I do know 
this: I’m the most talked-about, the most 
publicized, the most famous and the most 
colorful fighter in history. And I’m the 
fastest heavyweight - with feet and hands 
-- who ever lived. Besides all that, I’m the 
onliest poet laureate boxing’s ever had. One 
other thing, too: If you look at pictures of 
all the former champions, you know in a 
flash that I’m the best-looking champion in 
history. It all adds up to being the greatest, 
don’t it? 

Playboy: Do you think you’ll be remembered 
that way? 

All: I don’t know, but I’ll tell you how 
I’d like to be remembered: as a black man 
who won the heavyweight title and who was 
humorous and who treated everyone right. 
As a man who never looked down on those 
who looked up to him and who helped as 
many of his people as he could - financially 
and also in their fight for freedom, justice 
and equality. As a man who wouldn’t hurt 
his people’s dignity by doing anything 
that would embarrass them. As a man who 
tried to unite his people through the faith 
of Islam that he found when he listened to 
the Honorable Elijah Muhammad. And if all 
that’s asking too much, then I guess I’d settle 
for being remembered only as a great boxing 
champion who became a preacher and a 
champion of his people. 

And I wouldn’t even mind if folks forgot 
how pretty I was. H 
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Asian Beauty, Erika Sarmiento, might just be the 
sweet girl-next-door who’ll oatch you off guard 
and sweep you off your feet. 


Who wouldn’t be fascinated with this month’s 
Asian Beauty, Erika Sarmiento? Her beguiling 
physique and charming looks paired with a 
sunny personality will surely cast a spell on 
you just as it did with us. A true blue Manila 
girl, she is a strikingly independent risk-taker 
who lives and breathes for adventures. 

Born on November 1995, Erika grew up in 
the streets of Sta. Mesa. Perhaps always being 
complimented for her beauty, she had an easy 
shoe-in in the modelling industry. It may be no 
surprise if you find her face familiar as she has 
been in a number of photoshoots, car shows, 
and fashion shows. Erika was also a brand 
ambassadress and promodizer. With her height 
of 5’5, she even joined a couple of pageants 
with the support of her family and friends. 
Aside from modelling, she also currently works 
as a receptionist. Her dream is to be a flight 
attendant and put up her very own clothing 
line all the while being a professional model. 


Erika joined the Playboy family on a whim 
to flaunt her tantalizing figure of 34-36-36. 
She maintains her body by routinely going 
to the gym and following a healthy lifestyle. 
When she’s free she either goes shopping and 
hanging out with her friends or sleeps and 
watches Korean movies at home. This Asian 
beauty treasure her relationship with her 
family and close friends and if she could, she 
wants to spend a day with them together in 
one place. 

Most of her friends know her kind, giving 
and very patient. She even shares that even if 
she seldom gets angry, others fear her when 
she does. Although she is sometimes moody, 
Erika is more often sweet and funny. A man 
of actions who is honest is what attracts her 
the most. So the gentlemen wanting to win 
her affection, better treat her like a queen and 
there is no doubt that she’ll love you like a 
king. 


Words NOREENESSE SANTOS 
Photography JJ MAGHIRANG 
HMUA fERRYMOYCO CONSULTA 
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The Pittsburgh-raised rapper and weed entrepreneur smoked a mere two joints before this 
interview. Clarity ensues as he takes on everything from cops to Kanye 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ANDREAS LASZLO KONRATH 


Ql: You will have released two albums by 
the end of this year. Khalifa came out in 
February, and Rolling Papers 2: The Weed 
Album will drop later this summer. What 
phase are you in right now as an artist? 

kHALIFA: Fm in the reinvention 
stage, like when Justin Bieber was a 
child and then transformed himself 
into a different person but one who 
was still successful. I was a streetwear 
brand, and now Fm a high-end 
designer. People are going to accept me 
as a grown man. A lot of people don’t 
even know Fm only 28 because Fm 
kind of ageless. 

Q2: Your song ""Black and Yellow” reached 
number one on Billboard and was nominated 
for two Grammys. Did you know it would be 
a huge hit? 

KHALIFA: I actually did. It was crazy. 
As soon as they played the beat, I 
thought of the hook in two seconds. 
After [2010 mixtape] Kush & Orange 
Juice, I knew I had to switch up my 
style and do something different, but 
how could I do that and make the label 
and myself happy? So I wrote a bunch 
of songs about the first thing I thought 
of—whether it was corny or stupid, I 
was going to record it. But once we 
recorded “Black and Yellow,” the label 
went back and forth on it. I was like, 
“Man, that’s the song. That song is 
the shit.” They waited all summer for 
me to try to record other shit, and 


still I was like, “That’s the song!” I 
took it back to Pittsburgh, played it 
for a roomful of people and was like, 
“This is my new single.” They were so 
excited to hear it. Then when I played 
it, they were like, “Damn, he about to 
lose again.” 

Q3: What kind of artists did you gravitate to 
when you were growing up? 

KHALIFA: The people who had a crew, 
who had their own slang. Of course 
Wu-Tang, because they had the whole 
mathematics and the science and all. 
That’s why I was into Bone Thugs-N- 
Harmony. It’s the unity of it all: being 
able to know what to look forward to 
and disconnect from everybody else 
and be like, “This is my shit.” And then 
the older I got, I started liking Cam’ron 
more because of his personality. That’s 
how I see myself as a rapper: this cocky, 
fly...you know what I mean, jewelry. I 
thought. When I become a rapper, that’s 
how Fm gonna act. 

Q4: Your parents were in the Air Force. You 
were born in North Dakota, but you grew 
up in England, Japan, Germany, Oklahoma, 
South Carolina, Georgia and Pennsylvania. 
Did constantly moving prepare you for the 
rigors of fame? 

KHALIFA: Fm pretty sure it’s just 
my intuition. That’s how my parents 
raised me: to see through bullshit 
and always tell the truth. It’s hard to 
fool me. I’ve always been super chill— 


fun-loving, trying to get along with 
everybody. 

Q5: What was Pittsburgh like when you were 
growing up there? 

KHALIFA: It was fucked-up and 
really dark. A lot of shootings and 
gang violence. I saw people get killed. 
You’d get off the bus and somebody 
would be dead and they’d be cleaning 
it up. A lot of waking up in the 
morning and seeing people you knew 
dead on the news. 

Q6; Did you personally encounter police 
brutality? 

KHALIFA: Hell, yeah. Cops there 
are crazy. I’ve never been pulled over 
without them having a gun to my 
head. Even with traffic stops, they’ll 
put a gun to your head and say, “Get 
the fuck out the car. What you got?” 
Searching you, breaking shit, twisting 
your arm. They’re cool about weed, 
though. I got jammed up a lot in 
Pittsburgh, but I never did real time. 
Q7; What are your thoughts on the Black 
Lives Matter movement? 

KHALIFA: It’s about knowledge. A lot 
of people are surprised that this still 
exists, and when the media puts it out 
there, people get upset. But it’s about 
education and figuring out how to 
defend yourself and how to fight back 
and not be a victim. They victimize us 
because we don’t know. Body cameras? 
That shit is just to make people think 
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we’re safe. We ain’t safe. It’s not about 
fighting the cops physically. You have 
to know how to outsmart them, and 
what they can and can’t do to you. 
That won’t make things all good, but it 
will help level the playing field. 

Q8: There was a lot of controversy about race 
surrounding this year's Academy Awards. 
What did you think about it? 

KHALIFA: I didn’t pay attention to 
that too much, because I feel like black 
people are always being shit on. They 
stand up and shit on us publicly at the 
Oscars, and when you put gas on it, 
then it becomes a thing. Black people 
should boss up and say “We don’t give 
a fuck,” and then really not give a 
fuck. If you nominate me and I get an 
award, cool. But if you don’t, I don’t 
give a fuck. 

Q9; Have there been moments in your 
life when you think making a different 
decision would have completely altered your 
trajectory? 

KHALIFA: Probably just my 
relationship with Amber Rose. I feel 
like not being in that relationship 
helped me out a lot. I learned how to 
be present where I need to be present. 
I’d been present in the relationship, 
but at that age and with what was 
going on, it just wasn’t right for me. It 
helps to walk away sometimes, even 
though it was super hard. 

QlO: Did the public nature of your divorce 
make things more difficult? 

KHALIFA: Definitely. Dealing with a 
breakup or a divorce is hard enough, 
let alone for it to be public and on 
TV and radio. Suddenly everyone has 
advice. I’m a private dude, so I only 
talk to my family and the people next 
to me. I don’t trust anybody with 
information, so I would never tell a 
rapper how I really felt. 

Qll: Do you think you'll ever get married 
again? 

KHALIFA: I think I will, but it will be 


later. It was cool; it was fun. I learned 
a lot. Things that would’ve taken me 
much longer to learn, I learned in 
a short period of time. I feel like I’ll 
probably get married again when I’m 
in my 50s. I was sad after it ended, but 
I wasn’t depressed; I’ve never really 
been depressed in my life. I was sad 
because we were going through a lot 
and my son was involved, and that 
hurt me because my main goal is to 
raise my son how I want. I’m a control 
freak, and not being able to control 
that was weird. I didn’t know how to 
deal with it and didn’t understand that 
feeling. A year later, I’m way smarter 
and better equipped to deal with it. 
Q12: You tweeted about a Pam Grier movie a 
while back. Now that you're single, who are 
your top five ideal women? 

KHALIFA: Pam Grier, Michelle 
Pfeiffer as Catwoman, 1990s-era 
Madonna, Apollonia Kotero from 
Purple Rain and Pocahontas. I like 
classic chicks, not these new girls 
who aren’t really stunning. All those 
women are stunning, classic beauties. 

If they came in here now, they would 
be awesome and beautiful—cool people 
on top of being sexy as fuck. 

Q13: You also had a very public Twitter beef 
with Kanye West earlier this year. What 
happened? 

KHALIFA: That was a weird situation, 
because it was something I would do in 
real life. All I did was speak my mind. 
I’m a Max B fan, and if me and Kanye 
were in a room and he said, “Yo, I’mma 
name my album Waves” I’d be like, 
“Don’t do that. You’re not allowed to 
do that.” Nobody really does that these 
days. Nobody checks niggas like, “Nah, 
nigga.” No one is above being spoken 
to, and if you’ve got real friends, 
they’ll tell you how they feel. That’s 
how I handle all my situations in real 
life. Even if I have a problem with 
somebody, I’m not gonna advertise 


it. We can go around the corner and 
we can really do it. But all in front 
of people? That’s not me. Niggas talk 
shit every day, and niggas say shit 
about my ex, niggas say shit about my 
kid. It’s all good. There’s competition 
in rap, and Kanye obviously sees me 
as that. 

Q14: You split with Warner Bros. Records 
when you were 21. Did you worry that was 
the end for you? 

KHALIFA: It was crazy, but I never 
saw that as the end for me. I always 
hustled on my own, and I knew there 
was something wrong with them; it 
wasn’t me. They thought I was this 
pop kid. They thought I was going 
take a bunch of samples and flip them 
into club songs because “Say Yeah” 
was one of the first times that had 
been done on a rap level. The beat was 
so hard, there was so much bass in it, 
so they thought that’s what they do 
in Pittsburgh—they take dance songs 
and flip them. They were trying to do 
that shit, and it wasn’t working. And 
I was giving them other songs, and 
they weren’t taking them. They didn’t 
know what to do with me. When I 
asked to be released it was like, “All 
right, what’s next?” They didn’t really 
give me that much fucking money, 
but I was making money. I was good. 

I had a big-ass chain. I was 21.1 just 
thought. I’ll smoke weed and come up 
with another plan. 

Q15: Did you like weed the first time you 
smoked it? 

KHALIFA: Nah, I didn’t really like 
it at first. My mom used to smoke 
weed a lot, and I thought it was bad, 
because that’s how I was programmed 
to think as a kid. So for a while I was 
like, I don’t need that shit. I ain’t 
trying to smoke. And then shit got 
fucked-up when I was in high school; 
my mom was at a point where she 
wasn’t making a lot of money, and 


BLACK PEOPLE SHOULD BOSS UP AND 
SAY “WE DON’T GIVE A FUCK,” AND 
THEN REALLY NOT GIVE A FUCK 
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it was like, “Yo, we struggling.” I 
started hanging out with my friends, 
and they were selling weed. I started 
selling weed, and then one night at 
the studio I was like, “Fuck it, Fmma 
smoke.” And then I was like, “Damn, I 
love this shit!” 

Q16: You've been vocal about marijuana 
legalization. How involved are you 
politically with that issue? 

KHALIFA: I’m active, and it’s gonna 
get bigger and bigger. I just bought a 
grow house, and I’m in business with 
one of the largest growers in America, 


but people don’t know that because 
they’re legal and legit. It’s crazy. 
We’re gonna be manufacturing and 
selling, so that’s why I’m gonna be 
trying to help get bills passed—to talk 
to the people and explain, “Hey, this 
is why you gotta do it.” 

Q17: What have your experiences with 
other drugs been like? 

KHALIFA: I’ve done mushrooms. I 
shroomed in Las Vegas for a weekend 
on my birthday. I did mushrooms 
in Switzerland and at Coachella. It 
was pretty awesome. But I don’t do 


party drugs. I’ve never popped any 
pills. I’ve never done coke. Painkillers 
make me sick; I think I’m allergic 
to them. I tried Xanax one time, but 
it made me throw up, so I was like, 
“Nah, I don’t like this shit.” I did lean, 
but it just made me sleepy. It’s just 
cough medicine. I don’t know what 
it is with rappers on lean, because 
that shit don’t help. It don’t help you 
be creative, it don’t help you hear 
anything differently. I think they do 
it and they get addicted. 

Q18: It seems that weed is becoming legal 
everywhere and is less subversive now. 

Has that changed how much you want to 
publicly embrace it? 

KHALIFA: The whole world doesn’t 
have to know you’re getting stoned. 

I feel like the rebel part of it is what 
made me think, Yo, I gotta smoke 
everywhere; I gotta do this because 
fuck that! But now I wanna be high 
on the low. I still smoke a lot, but 
I definitely smoke less. Today I 
probably only smoked two joints, 
but back in the day I’d be tripping if 
I only smoked two joints. To other 
people, it’s like, “What? Wiz only 
smoked two joints?” But guess 
what—I’m fucking high. I feel great. 
Q19: Who do you make music for? 

KHALIFA: Anybody who thinks, 
who likes Bob Marley, who likes 
Willie Nelson, who likes Prince, who 
loves music and poetry. It could be a 
young person who doesn’t know why 
they love the music or an old person 
who wonders. Why isn’t music like 
this anymore? I don’t give a fuck 
about an awards show. I love my cars, 
but that’s just me as a person. I go 
crazy trying to come up with new 
ways to do shit, and that energy gets 
transferred through my music. 

Q20: You're touring this summer with 
Snoop Doggy who is 44. Where do you see 
yourself in 10, 20 and 50 years? 

KHALIFA: In 10 years I’ll be a 
billionaire. I’m going to hit a lick, 
the biggest one ever, and people are 
going to be like, “What the fuck?” In 
20 years I’m not even going to give 
a fuck about money. In 50 years I’ll 
probably be back to caring about 
money, on the road, chilling, doing 
young shit, because I’m going to be 
bored. I’ve already done it all, so I’m 
just going to get back out here and do 
this again. 
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PICTORIAL FEATURE 


IN THE HEAT 
OF ASH 


The cold and damp weather getting you down? We have just the 
perfect remedy to turn your send nights to sensual evenings. 
Meet the new bunny in town, Miss Ash. 





PHOTOGRAPHY BY XMAGHIRANG 
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HAIR BY ANGELA GHANA 


SHOT ON LOCATION AT OLYMPIC VILLAGE. VANCOUVER. CANAOA 
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H ailing from Chilliwack, BC, Canada, 
Ashley Young has been in the modelling 
industry doing freelance stints for more 
than 9 years. Standing at 5’3 with vital 
statistics of 32-22-34, it is no wonder that this exotic 
25-year-old Caucasian beauty has captured the eyes 
and hearts of many. To grace the pages of Playboy 
has always been one of her definitive goals. Well 
aware that her height isn’t among her assets, she 
takes that as her motivation to up her career to the 
next level and show that petite can be sexy too. What 
really pushed Miss Ash to take her chances in being 
a Playmate was when a photographer approached her 
at one of her fashion shows and complimented how 
statuesque she is. 

Aside from her striking looks that makes her 
stand out in the crowd, her knack and appetite for 
adventure makes her all the more enticing. She 


hates being still for too long and looks for anything 
dynamic to do. Some of her loved activities are body¬ 
building, dancing, running, horseback-riding, hiking, 
and scuba-diving. Although Miss Ash prefers to be 
always on the move, she can also be laidback and 
spend her free time at home. Often, she does this 
while reading and playing with her adorable puppy, 
Bella Bear. Boy don’t we all want to be that lucky pup! 

If you’re one of those gents wanting to win the 
heart of Miss Ash, you have to have three of these 
characteristics that she finds sexy in men - manners, 
a good sense of humor, and a dirty mind. She adds 
that a good-smelling man who knows how to treat a 
lady particularly turns her on. Arrogant men are just 
one of those she steers clear from. 

Now that she’s part of the Playboy family, she sets 
her eyes to being on the cover. Miss Ash also wishes to 
be a successful business owner one day. H 
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International Date Lines 


A globe-trotting guide to hooking up, hanging out and sexting around the world, with the must-have 
dating apps, must-know pickup lines and expert tips that will break any language barrier 

BY Eric Klinenberg illustrated by Jimmy Turrell 




































































The swipe right on Tinder. The double tap on Instagram. The Facebook like. 
Flirting in America is a well-oiled, wi-fi-connected machine fueled by a handful 
ofapps instead of old-school barside meet-and-greets. But if you think your — 
let's be real—lazy emoji use will impress singles overseas, it's time to up your 
game. Tech makes it easier than ever to meet strangers around the world, and a 
little knowledge of cultural traditions will help you hook up on a global scale. So 
grab your passport as we give you a primer on foreign relations. 


Argeiitiiia 



Getting on the Scene 

Believe it or not, Argentina, the first country in 
Latin America to legalize gay marriage, in 2010, 
still stigmatizes online dating. That’s because 
Argentineans respect tradition, including that 
of organizing romance through family, school 
and church (70 to 90 percent of the population 
identifies as Catholic). “Although people here are 
meeting online, they aren’t admitting it,” says 
Valeria Schapira, a Match.com consultant and 
author of Tangled: Sex, Humor and Love on 
the Web. But hope is in sight for the digitally 
devoted: Match.com is gaining thousands of new 
users in the region every month, and Argentina is 
quickly becoming one of the largest online-dating 
markets in Latin America, along with Brazil and 
Mexico. “There is still some fear, especially among 
women, that online dating will make him or her 
look desperate,” says Schapira. “But it’s better 
than it was a decade ago, when I’d tell people I was 
dating online and they’d look at me like I’d gone 
mad.” 

Download This 

Aside from Match, a leading network in Argentina 
is nine-year-old Badoo. It works well because it’s 
nominally a social-networking service that subtly 
functions as a dating site. Searching for matches on 
Badoo mirrors the same process on your standard 
dating app: Sign in, select an age range and check 
out nearby singles. Users choose whether they’re 
there to flirt, share photos or meet in real life; 


they can also see a list of 
everyone who checks out 
their profile. (Consummate 
OkCupid users know all 
about this mind-fucking 
feature.) Badoo makes 
online seduction easy and 
surprisingly effective. It’s 
a wonder the site hasn’t 
caught on in the U.S. 

How to Play the 
Field 

Unlike in the States, where 
a continual slate of rom- 
coms have conditioned 
guys to chase the girl, 

Argentinean men have an 
advantage when it comes to 
meeting beautiful women. 

In urban areas, single men 
who date online often find 
a large number of women 
looking for someone their 
age-and the women are 
far more aggressive online 
than they are in person. 

“Today the number of 
Latin American women 
who take the initiative 
and message a man first online is bigger than 
the number of men who do,” says Schapira. “That 
would never happen in real life.” Here’s to online 
empowerment. 


TIP FROM A LOCAL 

Santiago, a 34-year-old journalist in Buenos Aires, 
says Twitter is the best site for meeting women. 
That makes sense, given the country’s polarizing 
take on digital matchmaking. Santiago says his 
friends scope out the profile pictures of women 
who follow them. If they’re attractive, the men 
will automatically follow them back. “You have 
a lot of people hitting on each other on Twitter,” 
he explains. “Once you start following each other, 
there are all these opportunities. You can direct- 
message, send a phone number, whatever. I invite 
people who follow me to come to barbecues at my 
apartment. If they accept, you’re in.” 


“You have a lot of 
people hitting on each 
other on twitter.” 
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CHINA 


Getting on the Scene 

In China, the tradition of matchmaking 
based on family status goes back more 
than 2,000 years. Now dating apps lend a 
hand to those old-school rituals, especially 
as thousands of people migrate from rural 
to urban areas, breaking ties with their 
old social networks along the way. With 
a billion-plus population, it’s no shock 
China is home to the world’s largest dating 
market, but what is surprising is that the 
market operates like a high-end industry. 
Here, some online dating companies house 
massive call centers where female, often 
older, employees fix up singles just as they 
might have a century ago. Which leads us 
to.... 



“IN OUR CULTURE , PEOPLE WON’T TELL YOU 
WHY YOU’RE REJECTED. A MATCHMAKER WILL.” 


Download This 

Zhenai (zhen means cherished, ai means 
love) has more than 90 million users and 
is growing by 40,000 every day. By all 
accounts, it’s one of the leading online 
dating businesses in a country that has 
banned Facebook and Tinder. Zhenai offers 
three different services: The first, which 
is free, lets people post profiles and send 
digital “winks” but withholds messaging 
capabilities. It’s basically foreplay, and 
the goal is to tease people with enough 
potential matches that they’ll shell out 
around $60 for a yearly membership. The 
paid service works like most American 
dating sites and is accessible on most 
devices, including Apple Watches. Zhenai’s 
third service is the most unconventional by 
U.S. standards—and the most expensive. It’s 
called the “online to offline matchmaking 
service,” and it will set you back roughly 
$2,500 for an eight-month term. What does 
that dough buy? An in-person (or phone, 
depending on where you live) consultation 
with one of Zhenai’s 3,000 matchmakers. 
Clients meet their coach to craft a 
description of themselves and the kind of 
person they’re looking for. First dates take 
place in the company’s meeting rooms with 
the matchmaker present, in an effort to 
eliminate that all-too-familiar first-date 


awkwardness. “Some Chinese women want 
a husband to own an apartment, because 
real estate prices are so high,” says Song 
Li, Zhenai’s CEO. “This is awkward to ask 
someone, but the matchmaker can find 
out for you ahead of time.” Plus, you’ll get 
feedback on your game. “A lot of times 
when people meet someone, they can’t tell 
if their date is interested, so you can find 
out from the matchmaker,” says Li. “In 
our culture, people won’t tell you the truth 
about why you’re rejected. A matchmaker 
will.” It all sounds incredibly intense—and 
says a lot about how seriously Chinese 
singles play the dating game. 

TIP FROM A LOCAL 

Ditch the humble brag in profiles. Li 
advises men to show off their educational 
credentials, income, ambitions and career 
potential. “I actually did a study of the 
relationship between a user’s monthly 
salary and the number of winks they receive 
on our site. For men, the line is a straight 
slope up. You can literally calculate how 
many more winks you’ll receive for every 
1,000 yuan.” For women, Li says, “that same 
line is flat, until you reach a certain level of 
income, at which point men’s interest goes 
down.” 
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RUSSIA 


Getting on the Scene 

Hooking up isn’t easy in Russia, where you’re more likely to have a one-night stand with a matiyoshka doll 
than the person you had vodka shots with at a bar. “There is less of a hookup culture here than you see in the 
U.S.,” says Melissa McDonald, who has analyzed the Russian dating scene for Yandex, the country’s equivalent 
of Google. According to her research, 81 percent of Russians who use dating sites are looking for “love and 
serious relationships,” and 17 percent are looking for “friendship.” Only two percent fall in the “other” 
category, which includes casual sex. But with 83 million internet users in Russia in 2013 alone, the country 
remains Europe’s largest online market. For comparison, Europe’s second-largest market, Germany, had about 
60 million users. 

Download This 

Scores of local services vie for a piece of the action, but Fotostrana, Mamba and Topface are a few of the go- 
tos, and they’re similar to American sites. On Mamba, you sign in through e-mail, Facebook or Twitter. (For 
good measure, provide a mobile number so the site can confirm your “REAL-status,” which lets prospects 
know you’re legit.) Mamba’s user-firiendly interface asks the across-the-board basics: your gender, what you’re 
looking for, your physical features, desired age range and location. Mamba categories not commonly seen in 
the States? Try ‘l)ad habits” and “accommodation,” the options for which range from “lives with parents” to 
“no permanent accommodation.” 





“THERE IS LESS OF A 
HOOKUP CULTURE IN RUSSIA 
THAN YOU SEE IN UNITED 
STATES.” 


How to Play the Field 

Russians don’t mess around when it comes to profile pictures. If you’ve got it, flaunt it-money, muscles, whatever. 
“For both genders, sexy photos are the best,” says Dmitry Filatov, CEO of Russia’s feistest-growing dating site, Topface. 
Indeed, foreigners and joumahsts who visit Russian sites seem to find the people incredibly hot “Rest assured, 
when you sign up for one of these dating sites, you wiQ see a number of stunningly attractive women,” reports one 

dating blog. “But a photo that shows how rich 
you are is also good,” adds Filatov. Men in 
particular use their profile pictures to display 
their wealth-and their abs. On the other end 
of the spectrum are troves of pictures that 
are seriously WTF. BuzzFeed recently ran 
the listicle “29 Completely Unexplainable 
Russian Dating Site Pictures.” All of them 
lived up to that description. 


TIP FROM A LOCAL 

Once Russians start flirting, they follow strong 
traditional gender roles. Prior to a first date, men 
might send digital flowers or other virtual gifls 
via the dating site—and the number of bouquets 
a woman has received is clearly advertised in 
her profile. So, you know, no pressure. Also, 
though Tinder has become a major player in 
Russian social life over the past fewyears, beware. 
Russians use it not only for dating but for social 
networking and business as weL So don’t get 
too excited when an attractive person in St 
Petersburg swipes right on your profile: He or 
she may be interested only in your resume—or 
yourpocketbook. 


www.playboyph.com JULY-AUGUST 2016 95 











BRAZIL 

Getting on the Scene 

Extroveited isn’t a strong enough word to 
describe how Brazilians present themselves on 
dating sites. Exhibitionistic might be a more 
appropriate term—and that’s part of the problem 
for online dating companies. Locals are not in 
the least bit culturally conservative. Life in Rio 
de Janeiro and Sao Paulo is remarkably social, 
playful, open and spontaneous, which means it’s 
actually easier to meet people on the street, at the 
beach or in a bar than it is to hook up online. 
The good news for dudes: Single women in Brazil 
outnumber men by more than 4 million. The 
bad news for dudes: That huge disproportion is 
the result of higher mortality rates among young 
men. The imbalance is particularly apparent in 
Rio, host city for this year’s Summer Olympics, 
which is home to nine men for every 10 women. 

“WE HAVE 
MILES OF 
BEACHES. BE 
READY TO 
REVEAL SOME 
FLESH.” 


Download This 

If you’re adamant about finding a date online 
instead of on the shoreline, one of Brazil’s leading 
dating sites is the LGBT-friendly ParPerfeito 
(“perfect match” in Portuguese). As the name 
implies, users are likely on the hunt for spouses 
or serious partners. If you’re more interested 
in a fling and don’t have time to brush up your 
Portuguese before landing in Sao Paulo, your 
usual wingman. Tinder, will do. During the 2014 
World Cup, soccer fans from around the world, 
including tens of thousands of young Americans 
and Europeans, came to Brazil and brought their 
Tinder accounts with them. The app exploded 
as foreigners recommended it to strangers on 
the streets. “Everyone was using it,” says Gael 
Deheneffe, general manager at ParPerfeito and 
Match LatAm, the Latin American outpost of 
Match.com. Fun fact: The World Cup helped 
precipitate Tinder’s Passport feature, which 
allows users to change their location before 


vacation, in case they want to rack up matches to 
meet upon touchdown. 

How to Play the Field 

Count on your date to show up with a gang of 
friends or family members. Dating in Brazil 
is a group activity, so don’t expect an intimate 
conversation, let alone something sexual, until 
you’ve been vetted by the pack. 
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TIP FROM A LOCAL 

Before he moved to Rio, Deheneffe, who is 
French, worked at a popular European dating 
site. “When I compare Brazilian faces on 
profiles with what I saw in France, it’s amazing. 
The French think looking stern and serious is 
sexy. Here, it’s about the joy you can express 
with your body,” he says. “That’s natural, 
since Brazil has miles and miles of beaches. 
Something like 90 percent of profile pictures 
are of people in little bathing suits, wearing 
sunglasses. If you’re coming down here to meet 
someone online, be ready to reveal some flesh.” 
But you’ll also need a killer smile. “The smile is 
huge in Latin America,” Deheneffe says. “It’s a 
beautiful, touching part of the culture.” 
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lAPAN 

Getting on the Scene 

Japan is struggling through a romantic drought of historic proportions thanks to—get this—the 
popularity of dating-simulation games such as Konami’s LovePluS. The number of people between the 
ages of 18 and 34 not involved in a romantic relationship with the opposite sex now stands at 61 percent 
for men and 49 percent for women. Thirty percent of men in their 20s and 30s have had no dating 
experience, according to one survey, and nearly a quarter of women called sex “bothersome” in another 
survey. Alas, instead of drawing on the latest technology to rekindle passion, young Japanese singles 
seem more interested in cuddle bars, soap massage parlors and masturbation aids. The sexual crisis is 
so dire that the Japanese government has introduced programs to encourage and even subsidize dating 
among the young and unattached. It’s no wonder that, according to some reports, one in four Japanese 
women say they’re still virgins at the age of 34. 


Download This 

An app called Pairs wants to rescue Japan from its sexual depression. As with Tinder, users sign up for 
Pairs through Facebook. “That gives it more credibility with young people,” says Kumiko Endo, a Japanese 
American sociologist at the New School whose doctoral dissertation is about dating in Japan. “People feel 
they can trust it.” They need to, because Pairs asks for some very personal and unorthodox information. It 
has specifications for body shape (from somewhat thin to rather thick), blood type, birthplace, profession, 
highest degree, nonwork days and alcohol consumption. “I had to laugh when I saw the blood-type 
question,” Endo says, “because we are firm believers in blood-type compatibility. That is quintessentially 
Japanese.” Pairs is free for women but requires men to pay a modest membership fee, and the app’s digital 
marketplace seems to play into the country’s current obsession with virtual romance. Users must purchase 
virtual coins to buy and send “like” messages to people they find attractive. If a “like” is reciprocated, 
senders can then exchange messages. That protects both parties, and it’s comforting to women who may 
avoid online dating sites because they fear getting notes from creepy men. “Only your initials appear 
in the profile,” explains Endo. “Japanese people still fear that their friends and co-workers will find out 
they’re trying to meet someone online. We have a hard time getting over our traditions. The stigma 
around internet dating is still strong.” 













TIP FROM A LOCAL 

Japanese singles say one big 
problem they have with dating 
sites is that they encourage 
users to post flattering profile 
pictures. “That’s so narcissistic,” 
says one attractive single 
woman in her early 30s. “This 
is a culture of modesty and 
honor, and putting up a sexy 
photo of yourself is boastful 
and obnoxious.” The preferred 
photos for online dating? Cats, 
street signs and rice cookers. 
Yeah, we’re confused too. 


“PUTTING UP A SEXY PHOTO 
OF YOURSELF IS BOASTFUL AND 
OBNOXIOUS.” 
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FICTION 


""INTERIOR: Braulein Maria, the hippest craft brewery in town. Midnight. 
Everyone's dressed in varying shades of red, blue, and yellow. She catches our eye 
from the far end of the room - effervescent as Anna Karina in vibrant scarlet. 
Tight shot on her face. The din of the crowd vanishes completely as she smiles, 
staring right at us; her whispered ""Hello” is the only thing we hear. 


JUMP CUTTO-“ 

‘Okay, dude, stop it.” 

Alvie snapped back to reality at his best 
friend Diego’s interruption. 

"1 let you have the shot on her face, but 
seriously? Jump cuts?”Diego shook his head. 
That’s a little too much, bro.” 

Alvie cracked a peevish smile and hid behind 
his beer. He couldn’t help himself; to him, 
every moment was a frame on film. He saw 
his life as a French New Wave movie. 

‘Just tell me the nitty-gritty - How are you 
gonna bang Jessica?” 

Jessica. Hipster Jessica. The final item on The 
List. Back in freshman year, Alvie told Diego 
that he would have sex with every Internet 
stereotype in school before graduation. That 
was four years and seventeen conquests ago. 

Part of him regretted the boast now. He took 
a swig of beer, sighed, and answered, "1 don’t 
even know if I should, honestly.” 

Diego threw his hands up in the air. 

‘Come on, man, you’re so close! You’ve got 
seventeen! Seventeen! There was that theater 
chick- “ 

‘She was sensitive.” 

‘The gamer girl- “ 

‘Surprisingly rough hands.” 


‘That Glee dork-“ 

‘POWERFUL vibrato.” 

“All I’m saying is, you’ve come too far to quit 
now.”Diego’s eyes blazed with intensity. ‘Do 
it. Do it for me. Do her for me. Look her in 
her brown eyes-“ 

‘Gray.” 

‘Look her in her gray eyes when you come 
and think of me.” 

Alvie flung the remainder of his beer at 
Diego. ‘Dude. Gross.” 

Diego wrung the alcohol out of his shirt, 
laughing. ‘Look man, all I’m saying is, don’t 
pussy out. Eat pussy out.” 

Alvie rose from his seat and walked towards 
the kitchen, “[’mma grab another beer, and 
then maybe - MAYBE I’ll consider it.” 

Diego pumped his fist in victory. With Alvie, 
a Double-Maybe always meant a yes. 


INTERIOR- The Collective. Irie Sunday. 
11pm. 

Alvie navigates his way through the crowd, 
dodging a pair of Rastafarian wannabes as he 
passes and goddammit, he’s doing it again, 
and holy shit why am I thinking in third 
person. 

Alvie’s thoughts were racing. He hadn’t 


planned on sealing the deal with Jessica so 
soon. Just two days ago, he was twiddling 
his thumbs about it with his best friend. 

He found it odd that she suggested this 
particular scene for their rendezvous; when 
he asked her out on Viber, he was expecting 
to get dragged to a shitty amateur spoken- 
word thing at some obscure cafe somewhere. 

He eventually found her on the way to the 
bathroom. She was staring at costumes 
through store windows. 

He tapped her on her shoulder. ‘Hey.” 

Jessica turned, giggled. ‘Let’s get out of here.” 

She grabbed his hand and pulled him away 
from the ruckus. They squeezed their way 
through the drunken swell of people, trying 
to escape as quickly as possible. The two only 
stopped when they were a good distance from 
the party, where they could enjoy some quiet. 

Jessica let go of Alvie, tilted her head back, 
and laughed. ‘I fucking hate it there.” 

Alvie couldn’t help but laugh along. ‘Why’d 
you tell me to meet you there?” 

"1 live nearby.” 

She dusted cigarette ashes off of her poncho. 
It was black, with a neon pink-and-blue cat 
head printed on it. Underneath the poncho, a 
gray tank top and denim shorts. 

Alvie felt overdressed. His plan was to win 
her trust by being the most hipster-y hipster 
possible, and then maybe have the most 
hipster-y sex ever. With his aviator-framed 
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glasses, droopy maroon beanie and red 
plaid shirt, he got the feeling he might have 
overplayed his outfit. Should his ridiculously 
tight skinny jeans cut the circulation to his 
testicles and leave him sterile forever, he’d 
look back to this night as the biggest mistake 
of his life. He could already feel a little 
scrotal numbness. 

For now, however, all he needed was 
a glimpse at Jessica’s taut thighs to be 
reassured that his crotch was in perfect 
working order. 

‘So... Where do you wanna take me?”Jessica 
asked. 

Alvie snapped his head 
up, hoping she hadn’t 
caught him staring at her 
happy ladders. He did his 
best to appear indifferent, 
channeling a wall-eyed 
stargazer as he spoke. ‘You 
said you live nearby? We 
could go to your place. I 
guess.” 

‘Sure,”she answered. 

JUMP CUT TO- 
INTERIOR- Alvie’s head. 

Me doing backflips of joy. 

Alvie let out a sigh to hide 
his giddiness. He sighed 
the entire way to Jessica’s 
home. 

INTERIOR- Jessica’s place. 

Cool. 

Jessica’s apartment was 
exactly how Alvie envisioned it. A painting 
of Rene Requiestas tattooing himself on 
the back of Rene Requiestas. A desktop 
herb garden set next to her laptop. A shelf 
crammed full of vinyl records and vinyl toys. 

Jessica dug up a pack of Gitanes cigarettes 
from behind her patchwork couch. She 
slipped one between her lips and, never 
dropping the cigarette, offered Alvie a 
smoke. In turn, he felt his pants tighten. 

Alvie threw himself to the couch, crossing 


his legs to hide his erection. She sat down in 
front of him, on the floor, and looked him in 
the eye. 

‘Can we pretend we’re in love?”she asked. The 
smoke from her cigarette rose to mask the 
glimmer in her eyes. 

Pretend? Alvie stopped his thoughts from 
going further. He needed to keep his head in 
the game. 

‘Uh... why?”he finally managed to ask. 

‘So we can skip the foreplay and just jump 
each other already.” 


Scarlet-clad Anna Karina was replaced by a 
naughty, naughty indie morena minx. The 
voice in Alvie’s head was replaced by Diego’s, 
and all it said was a two-word siren- 

FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCKKKK 

HEEEEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRR 

Alvie uncrossed his legs. “1 love you.”It was a 
strange, discomforting relief to say it. 

“[ love you, too.”Jessica responded. ‘Great. 
Let’s fuck.” 


She pulled him to the edge of the couch 
facing the bookshelf, turned around, and 
went on all fours. ‘Can we do the Siberian 
Snowblind? You’ve probably never heard of 
it. I can teach you.” 

Alvie faked a condescending laugh. ‘Eve been 
doing it before it even had a name.” 

‘Great! Come into my mason jar.” 

Jessica wiggled her butt as she said this. Anal? 
Alvie thought. Maybe it was a hipster thing. 
Maybe the vagina was too mainstream. He 
started pulling down her shorts, when she 
suddenly turned around. 

In her hand was an 
actual mason jar. 

‘Go ahead,”she said, 
handing him the jar. “1 
don’t want any babies 
just yet.” 

Alvie started stroking 
himself into the jar, 
trying his damned best 
not to look bothered. 
After a few minutes 
of awkward thrusting, 
Alvie was able to shoot 
about a teaspoon of 
man-juice into the 
container. 

As he finished, Jessica 
brought out a second 
jar, this one containing 
artisanal bacon-infused 
vodka. She decanted the 
contents into Alvie’s 
jar, making sure the 
bacon stayed put. Alvie’s 
spunk floated around in delicate wisps. It was 
visually poetic, in all fairness. 

Jessica dipped her finger into the cum-jar, 
stirred, and sipped. She licked her lips. 

Then she threw the cum-vodka into Alvie’s 
face. 

It was at that precise moment, as the 
meaning of‘Siberian Snowblind”dawned on 
him, that Alvie had never felt more thankful 
to be wearing glasses he didn’t need. 


IN FRUSTRATION, ALVIE 
SLAMMED HIS FINGERS 
ACROSS THE KEYBOARD 
AND ACCIDENTALLY 
PULLED UP A BAND 
NAMED SDALKFf. HE 
PRESSED PLAY, HOPING 
FOR THE BEST. A SOFT 
SITAR STARTED PLAYING, 
SERENADED BY TENDER 
YODELING. 
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Alvie barely had time to recover when a rank 
smell suddenly entered the room. He wiped 
the sticky, cloudy mess from his lenses to see 
in Jessica’s hand something that resembled 
a nipple that had been suckled for too long. 
GRAPHIC- ‘ESCAPF’flashing in bold white 
letters. 

‘It’s an organic condom,”she explained, 
catching him staring. 'I DIY’d it from fair¬ 
trade pork intestines.” 

She paused for a split-second. “...Wait. You’re 
not Muslim, are you? Jewish?” 

Alvie managed to hide a stammer. ‘No.” 

‘Great! I was so worried I’d offended.”She 
crawled over to Alvie, unfurling the wad of 
offal his cock was to be wrapped in. 

He shot up. ‘MUSIC! We need music.”He 
hurried over to the laptop, trying to buy 
himself some time. 

Alvie had prepared for this. Yesterday, 
he spent hours researching the best indie 
sex music, looking for bands that were 
just obscure enough to give him hipster 
cred. Shannon and the Clams. Ariel Pink’s 
Haunted Graffiti. The Hotter Otter Tribe. 

None of those names were on Jessica’s 
playlists. None of his searches were turning 
anything up. 

‘Hurry already!”she called out, Tm drying up 
over here!” 

In frustration, Alvie slammed his fingers 
across the keyboard and accidentally pulled 
up a band named SDALKFJ. He pressed 
Play, hoping for the best. A soft sitar started 
playing, serenaded by tender yodeling. 

Jessica suddenly spun him around and 
pushed him to the floor. She was gloriously 
stark naked and shaved where it mattered 
most - her armpits. She slipped the organic 
condom onto his member before he could 
protest. It felt like getting a handjob from an 
uncooked turkey. 

She whispered into his ear. “Are we doing 
this?” 

‘Yes,”he whispered back. 



FICTION 


She gave his cock a few strokes, getting 
it even harder than it already was. She 
whispered again. 

“[’ve always wanted to fuck a poser.” 

Alvie sat back up. ‘What?”he asked, hints of 
indignation in his voice. 

‘Oh, please.”Jessica rolled her eyes. ‘You’re 
gonna tell me you’re not a poser?” 


‘N-no?” 


‘You never wear lumbercore. You’ve never 
needed glasses. Granted, your taste in 
music is surprisingly good -1 fucking love 
SDALKFJ, but they fucking sold out on their 
third EP - but I’m willing to bet you got that 
side-shave AFTER I said yes to you on Viber.” 

Alvie ran a hand across the bald left side of 
his head. 

Jessica caught him, pointing out, ‘See what I 
mean? You’re not even used to it yet.” 

Her voice softened, saddened. ‘Look, I know 
you just want to fuck me because of you 
see me like I’m some sort of... hipster, and 
for some reason, you find that freakishly 
interesting. Like I’m that one weird flavor of 
ice cream you’d want to try at least once in 
your life. Like, I dunno, chocolate-chip dilis.” 

She turned her head away. ‘Let’s be honest 
here - I’m just an outfit you want to stick 
your dick in. I’m not, though. And... you’re 
not.”She sighed. ‘You should go.” 

Alvie took the greasy condom off; the gristle 
was a foul-smelling, yet ultimately effective 
lubricant. He pulled himself closer to Jessica. 
‘What are you talking about?” 

She hesitated for a few moments. ‘Luck it, 

I’ve already screwed things up. Might as well 
wallow in the humiliation.” 

Jessica let out a heavy breath. ‘Eve... always 
kinda had a crush on you. I don’t know why. 
You always seemed like a bit of a jerk.” 

‘Thanks.” 


‘You were always going out of your way to 
screw around with all these, I dunno, non- 
conventional girls? Like, you’d get into their 
thing, and then get into their pants, and then 
get into someone else. You fucking sang Katy 
Perry a capella at homecoming for that Glee 
dork.” 

Alvie’s chest sank. The lights seemed to dim 
everywhere but right above his naked form. 

Jessica continued. ‘When you signed up for 
French film, I knew I was next. And... I guess 
I encouraged it, ‘cause it was the only way 
you’d pay attention to me. You were - fuck 
me for butchering the quote - you were a 
beautiful fraud.” 

Jessica felt his rough hand on her shoulder. 
She wanted to brush it off, but it felt warm, 
secure. 

‘Godard was referring to cinema, not me,” 
Alvie said. ‘People never really talk in films. 
I’d like to try with you.” 

Jessica frowned. She recognized the line. ‘2 
ou 3 Choses Que Je Sais D’elle. We never took 
that movie up.” 

“[ didn’t take that class to fuck you. I took it 
because I wanted to do something real for 
a change. Real to me, anyway. And you just 
happened to be there, and... I couldn’t help 
but stare. Quietly. From the back of the 
room.” 

She turned to him, studying his eyes. They 
sat silently, their hearts speeding the pace of 
eternity. Eventually, she found her words. 
‘Do you really wanna try talking?” 

‘Ever since I saw you in freshman year.” 

They talked. They talked for hours. And 
when the sun rose, they kissed. They 
made love. They had good, heavy, vanilla 
missionary sex. They used a regular condom. 
After they climaxed, they let their collective 
sighs float over them, a blanket of breaths 
to warm them from the cold floor. And then 
they talked again. They fell asleep when they 
could talk no more. 

Above them, star-shaped cutouts of red, blue, 
and yellow paper decorated the ceiling. 

□ 


www.playboyph.com JULY-AUGUST 2016 101 



PLAYMATE UPDATE 



Meet your new summer girls that 
will keep the heat up to the highest 
degree. Playmate Rebecca, Cj and 
Holly are more than happy to join 
you in your next fun-in-the sun 
escapades. Look at how they quench 
Boracay's hungry beaches with their 
alluring bodies and steamy attitude. 
These ladies, although foreign in our 
land, has shown their love for azure 
waves and fine white sand. Please let 
us welcome them with open arms, 
you'd like to make a great first 
impression, don't you? 




PLAYMATES 
GOES TO 
BORACAY 
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RECALL 


JULY 2013 ISSUE 



It was one hot midday when StarStruck avenger Natalie Hart (previously known as Princess 
Snell) stole our hearts with her flawless, rosy skin and gorgeous, shiny hair. Her mesmerizing 
mestiza appeal, child-like vibe, and sexy personality are too hard not to notice. We’re glad we 
had her for the cover—it was something we’d love to remember for years to come. Her time 
below our rag’s masthead was a momentous July indeed. 
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YOUR Premiere Hotel 
Puerto Princesa Palawan 


ROOM RATES 


ROOM TYPE 

STANDARD 

SUPERIOR 

DELUXE 


LOCAL DISCOUNTED ROOM TYPE LOCAL DISCOUNTED 


Php 5,000.00 
5,500.00 

^ 6e e: e& 


2,500.00 Executive DELUXE -- ^80e ;:ee 
2,750.00 Junior SUiTE 9 ,000.00 

3,400.00 Executive SUiTE 15,800.00 


3,900.00 

4,900.00 

7,500.00 


M ANILA OFFICE: 

i| CITYSTAT^ 

ItOWER HOTEL 


#1315 A. Mabini Cor. Padre Faura St., Ermita, Manila, Philippines 
Tel. Nos. (632) 708.9624 & (632) 708.9600 


























LITE FLEX 

DESIGNED TO MAKE YOUR FEET MOVE FREELY. 


facebook.com/wofidbalance @wofidbalanceph 


Available at all leading department stores and World Balance botiques nationwide. 


















